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LINES 

WHIGH PREGEDE THE PROLOGUE TO PAUSTUS. 



OOETHE. 



Do I tben hail ye onee again reviving, 

Briglit as of old ye met the poet's eye^ 

Forms of the past^ and is my spirit striying 

Again to grasp ye ere again ye die ? 

And do I feel it soaring still^ or diiring 

Through mists tliat deepen round^ or douds that iiy ? 

Yes ! witli the sweet enehantment of the past 

The breast of age is fenrid to the List. 

V0L. I. B 



PROLOGUE TO FAU&T. 



SGENE. 

The Stage ofa Theatre, behind the eurtain. 

Persons, The Staoe-Manaoer^ Pobt, and Priend. 

MANAGER. 

Tell me your thoughts, ye friendly twaui^ 
Ye who so oft my tasks have aided 
When doubts and fears my prospeets shaded, 

What hopes I now may entertain. 

I wish to please the throng who sit 
Indulgent to the fbnd endeayour : 
The stage is laid> the seenes are clever. 

Already now they erowd the pit. 



b PROLOGUE TO FAUST. 

With staring eyes and eyebrows bent, 
Primed for the seene's astonishment. 
I know the art their souls to lure, 

Yet was I ne'er in sueh distress. 
Their taste I know is not so pure^ 

But wish they read a little less. 
What art so fine^ what hand so true, 
To mix the rational and new ? 
'Twould eheer my direetorial soul 
To see the eager eurrent roll^ 
And^ reekless of their safety> pour^ 
Ere daylight sets, through every door ; — 
This is the poet's work alone^ 
Oh ! let that power to-day be known. 

POET. 

^ Name not to me the bard's abomination, 
V The erowd whose distant hum the poet shuns^ 
The whirl of man^ the tide of population^ 
That bears its yietims with it as it runs ! 



PEOLOGUE. TO FAUST, 7 

No ! rather plaee me by some ealmer station^ 

A elime more equable^ and milder suns ; 
A elime where plants like love and Mendship blow^ ^ 
Calm heayens aboye^ and fruitfiil soil below. 
All that reflection into light earesses^ 

That £ei11s unbid^ or lingers on the tongue^ 
Ohanees of thought^ its ^ulures or sueeesses^ 

'Mid the wild rout would perish ere they sprung. 
Oft the late praise of after ages blesses 

The bard unlaurel'd when his song was young ; 
Tinsel ean please eotemporary eyes^ 
The flawless gem posterity shall prize. 

FRIEND. 

If all should wait> like you or me^ 
The praise of those who are to be^ 
Small were the sport for those who are : 

The present wise^ the existing good, 

May elaim amusement's lawful food, 
Though they be near^ and those afar : 



8 PROLOaU£ «O FAUST. 

Who toils the extended wmM to please^ 
Shall never blame tha;t world's deerees. 
G^nius but asks a larger throng, 
For the full impulse of the song. 
Then rouse your J0wers, invoke them all^ 
The forms that wait the poet's eall, 
In^ention^ Passion^ Paney's erew ; 
But^ mark^ some spioe of Folly too. 

MANAOBR. 

But chief> let mueh be done as well as told ; 
The misnamed audienee eome but to behold : 
Who gives them mueh to make them stare^ 

Mueh for that staring eye to see, 
With every gaping eritie there 

A favourite shall be. 
Sueh bard the multitude eontents 
With multitudinous events; 
For from the many eaeh may find 
Some stroke^ some aetion to his mind. 



PEOLOGUE TO PAUST. 

The single interest fails and dies : 
The medley eheats their eans and eyes— 
Dash throu^ some huge di8Jointed play. 
Your unities are but the prey 
Whieh fools and erities hunt and shy. 

POET. 

- You feel not how my eholer rises 

When ignoranee lays down the rule ; 
What fame rejects and art despises <• 
Seryes for the maxims of your sehool. 

MANAOER. 

Lay on the lash — I am not sore : 
I do not bid you labour nuHre ; 
Your task I wish but to rdieve — 
The logs are soft I bid you cleave. 
Think what your audienoe still must be : 
This eomes to fly the fiend ennui^ 
This man from dinner hastes away> 
This fixHn the joumals of the day : 



\ 



10 PBOLOGUE TO FAUST. 

And as to any other ^ur they press^ 

The edge of euriosity to whet, 
Ladies by eandlelight to show their dress 

And share the play^ themselyes without a bet. 
You sit with all an author's pride^ 

And think yon erowded benehes ^ame ; 
Those faces nearer when deseried 

Are eold^ and ignorant^ and tame. 
This hopes with eards to elose the night^ 
This with forbidden loves delight. 
Is it for sueh the Muses still 
Must slaye^ like horses in a null ? 
Give them events> enough and more^ 
Pights^ plots^ and aetion o'er and o'er. 
'Tis hard to please their rieason— do not-try : 
Take better means — amuse^ and mystify. 

POBT. 

Away ! and bid some other slave dispense 

Your monstrous shows^ your seenes bereft of sense. 



PROLOGUE TO FAUST. 11 

And shall the bard disgraee the lofty part v/ 

Whieh genial nature bade him play ? 
Whenee is the rule that sways the heart, 

Whieh all the elements obey ? 
Who winds afresh the ravell'd twine 
Of troubled life*8 entangled line ? 
Who shakes the Aoweret from above 
Upon the yemal path of love ? 

For honour's garland^ and for glory's erown^ 
Who weaves the leaves^ that else had bloom'd in vain ? 

Who raises men^ and ealls immortals down — 
Who but the mighty master of the strain ? 

PRIEND. 

I know the steps by whieh the muse 
The windings of her task pursues : 
A lover's tale might form the text — 
They meet by ehanee^ admire^ and next 
Adventure8 thieken^ plots are erowded — 
All joyou8 now^ and now 'tis elouded. 



IS PBOLOGUE TO FAUST. 

On rapture's heels mishaps advance> 

And^ ere one knows^ 'tis eyen a romanee : 

Thus'should you form your drama's plan^ 

And imitate the life of man. 

All live^ yet searoe an eye deseries 

The interests from his life that rise. 

Mueh light and shade> and figures plenty^ 

Nature in one and ^eiults in twenty. 

By sueh reeeipt the canvass cover, 

That eaeh his likeness may discover. 

The softer hearts shall joy to share 

The hero's grief, the maid's despair : 

An easy task to bid the tear-drop Aow^ 

Already gathering, for the seene of woe ; 

The ball that will not leave our grasp to eateh^ 

And fire the train that waits but £or the mateh. 

POBT. 

Then give me baek the days of feeling^ 
When I was an expectant too. 



PROLOGUE TO TAUST. 13 

When, through the wilds of fancy stealing, 

The stream of song was ever new ; 
When moming mists the seene surrounded^ 

And buds foretold the promised rose ; 
When, bee-like^ o'er the Aowers I bounded^ 

And pluek'd and rifled as I ehose ! 
Enough^ yet little, form*d my treasure — 
The hope of truth^ illusion's present pleasure. 
Giye me the active spring of gladness^ 

Of pleasure streteh'd almost to pain ; 
My hate^ my love^ in all their madness— 

Give me my youth again ! 

PRIEND. 

The wish for youthful force were wise 

To win a battle or a raee ; 
Or e'en to gain a 8ofter prize^ 

In yielding woman's elose embraee. 
The step of youth to wheel the danee — 

The nerve8 of youth the bowl to drain ; 



14 PROLOGUE TO FAUST. 

Where musie swells^ or goblets glanee^ 
We all may wish, and wish in vain. 
The eunning hand of art to fling 
With spirit o'er the aeeustom'd string, 
To seem to wander^ yet to bend 
Eaeh motion to the harmonious end — 
Sueh is the task our ripen'd age imposes, 
Whieh makes our day more glorious ere it eloses. 

MANAGER. 

Enough ; from sueh prolong'd diseourse 

An endless argument would spring : 
While you with eompliments are hoarse^ 

Profit and time are on the wing. 
Shall he who should eommand the strings^ 

Await the fitful inspiration ? 
You say you rule the forms of things ; 

Then go^ and bid them take their station. 
You see our ease, you know our wishes : 
No simpies^ drams and season'd dishes — 



PROLOGUE TO FAUST. 15 

Firm and determined form your plan ; 
Oommenee^ for that at least you ean^ 
Then feel to stop would be unjust^ 
And finish it beeause you must. 

You know^ that in our German seenes 

Invention has extended sway. 

£xert its wildest powers to-day, 
In eolours, pasteboard, and maehines : 
Of suns and moons, giye one of either ; 

0{ stars and water, roeks and fire, 

Be layish to your heart's desire. 
Of birds and monsters spare me neither : 
Into our ark's small eompass pour 
Oreation's dead and living store, 
And, haying elear'd the heavens, as well 
As earth and oeean, ransaek hell. 



PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN. 



SONG 0F THE THREB ARCHANGELS. 



RAPHAEL. 

The sun his aneient hynin of wonder 

Is ponring out to kindred spheres^ 
And stiU pnrsues^ with mareli of thunder^ 

His preappointed eourse of years. 
Thy yisage gives thy angels power, 

Though none its dazzling rays withstand^ 
And bright^ as in their natal hour^ 

Greation's dazzling reahns expand. 

VOL. I. 



18 PEOLOGUE IN HEAYEN. 

GABRIEL. 

And still the earth's enduring motion 

Revolves with uneomputed speed^ 
And o'er the chequer'd earth and oeean 

Darkness and light by turns sueeeed^ 
The billowy waste of seas is boiling 

From deep primeval roeks below, 
Yet on their destined mareh are toiling 

The roeks that stand, the waves that flow. 

MIGHAEL. 

The whirlwind and the stwm are raging 

From sea to land^ f rom land to main ; 
And adverse elements engaging, 

The trembling universe enehain. 
The lightnings of the dread destroyer 

Preeede his thunders through the air ; 
Yet, at the nod of their employer, 

The servants of his wrath fbrbear. 



PBOLOGUE IN HEAYEN. 19 



CHORUS. 

Thy yisage gives thy angels power^ 

Though none its dazzling rays withstand^ 

And bright^ as in their natal hour^ 
Greation's dazzliug realms expand. 



c2 



Midnight* 



t/ 
A vaulted Gothie ehamher. Paust, in his arm'chair, 

restless and disturbed. 



WiTH medieine and philosophy 

I have no more to do ; 
And all thy maze, theology, 

At length have waded through : 
And stand a scientific fool,- 
As wise as when I went to sehool. 
'Tis true, with years of seienee ten, 
A teaeher of my fellow men, 
Above, below, and round about, 
I draw my seholars by the snout. 



y 



22 FAUST. 

Myself eonsuming with the glow 

Of all I vainly wish to know. 

Tnie, I am first of Leaming's tribes, 

Its doetors, masters, priests, and seribes ; 

And, unrestrain'd by fear or doubt, 

I dare the devil and his rout. 

And yet the fruit of Leaming's tree 

Has nought but bitteiaiess f(nr me ; 

Despairing, in my wintry mind, 

To better or instruet mankind. 

Then haye I neither gold nor treawures^ 

The world's adyaneements, goods» nenr pleasures. 

No dog might sueh a life endure. "^ 

In magie then I seek my eure ; 

And eyery mental power I tum 

The seerets of the world to lesorn, 

That I may need dispeiise no more 

The solemn nothings of my store ; 

But, dealing less in words than deeds, 

Explore the globe's primeval seeds. 



PAUST. 23 

Thou silver moon^ whoae Adendly li^t 
Has shed^ through many a wintry td^^, 
Unwonted rays on kaming's serdUs^ 
Her massy volumes^ dusty rolk> 
Would that beneath those nty^ my brow 
Throbb'd with its last pulsation now ; 
And yet I feel the wild desire 
To mount me on thy roUing itre^ 
With daemons of the misty air 
To wander in thy azure glare^ 
And bathe me in thy dewy deep8> 
Where pain is hush'd and eonsdenee sleeps. 

I rave ! Within this dungeon's gloom 
Still must my spirit pant fbr roenn^ 
Where searee the li^t of upper day 
Through storied windows finds its way. 
Hemm'd round with leaming's musty serolls^ 
Her ponderous volumes^ dusty rolls^ 



24 FAUST. 

Whieh to the eeiling's vault arise^ 
Above the reaeh 'oi studious eyes> 
Where revelliiig worms peruse the store 
Of wisdom's antiquated lore, — 
With glasses^ tools of alehemy^ 

Gases and bottles^ whole and eraek'd^ 

Hereditary lumber^ paek'd. 
This is the world^ the world^ for me ! 

And ask I why my heaving heart 

Is beating in its sullen madness ? 
And ask I why the seeret j3mart 

Has dried the spring of life and gladness ? 
'Tis that instead of air and skies^ 

Of nature's animated plan^ 
Round me^ in grinning ranks^ arise 

The bony form8 of beast and man. 

Wake then^ my soul^ thy wings expand : 
This book by Nostradamus' hand^ 



FAUST. 25 

Sigil and sign shall make thee fly ' 
Uneheek'd^ unwearied^ througH the sky. 
Wake then^ my soul l the signs of power 
Point to the destined tide and hour. 
Spirits, ye that hover near^ 
Speak and answer^ if ye hear ! 

[^He looks at the mieroeosm. 
Ha ! what rapture from the sight 
Pills my veins with wild delight ! 
Sure some Grod the sign has traeed. 
In these features^ plain and true^ 
Nature's seerets greet my view. 
Working up the wondrous whole, 
How they mingle^ twine^ and roll ! 
How their million arms they ply ! 

Busy Nature's seeret forces, 

Running all their destined eourses, 
Ending all in harmony. 



26 FAUST. 

A wond'rous show^ and yet 'tis nothing more : 
Where ean I journey to your seeret springs^ 
Etemal Nature ? (mward still I press^ 
Follow thy windings still^ yet sigh far more. 

[_He shuts the volume unwiUingly, .and inspeets 
the sign qfthe Spirit qftke Earth, 

The signs are at their work again^ and now 
The Spirit of the Earth is hovering nearer, 
eiouds are gathering round my sight, 
And the pale moon hides her light^ 
And the lamp its blaze. 
Now I tremble, faint> and glow, 

But the frenzy may not last. 

Ere the maddening hour be past, 
Spirit, thou thy form must show. 

8PIRIT. 

Who ealls me ? 

PAUST. 

Vision of afiright ! 



FAUST. 27 

8PIRIT. 

With a spell of might and fear 
Thou hast drawn me fr<mi my sphere, 
And now 

FAUST. 

Away ! I loathe the sight. 

8PIRIT. 

Yet 'tis the sight thou hast panted to see, 
My yisage to sean, and my aoeents to hear ; 

Thy spell was too strong, it availed not to flee ; 
I come> and you shun me, and tremblewith fear ! 

O where is the manly might of soul, 

That eould the aerial world eontrol ? 

Art thou the man, thou trembling thing, 

That eall'd me on my weary wing, 

Yet shuns my form to see ? 

PAU8T. 

Yes, I am Paust, a powerful name, 
Thy more than equal, ehild of flame. 



28 FAUST. 

SPIRIT. 

I wander and range 
Through. existence's ehange^ 
Above and below, 
Through the tide and the flow, 
I shoot and I sparkle, and neyer am still. 

PAUST. 

Say, thou ever-roving spirit, 
What relation ean I bear to thee } 

SPIRIT. 

To some other form, in another station, 

Thou mayest bear relation : 

Not to me. [ Vanishes, 

PAUST. 

Not to thee ! 
To i^hom then ? 
V I, the image of my Maker, 
Not to thee ! 

[-^ knoek at the door. 



FAUST, 29 

Alas ! I know the knoek ; my seeretary. 

Just wheii my art had reaeh'd its wish'd-for erisis^ 

Now to destroy it. Blunderer ! 

WAGNER {in a night'goton, teith a lantp in his hand), 

£xcu8e me^ sir. I heard your voice deelaim^ 

And thought you read some Greeian tragedy. 
I wish'd to hear and profit hy the same^ 

For I have heard sueh talent rated high : 
Have often hwd it said^ at least^ 
A player may instruet a priest. 

PAUST. 

Yes, when the priest^ as often is the ease^ 
Is but an aetor in a holier plaee. 

WAGNER. 

Ah ! when, with searee a holiday to eheer, 
One quits one's dull museum onee a year ; 
When the world's distant view eludes the sense, 
Say^ ean we hope conviction to dispense ? 
Or gain the victories of eloquence ? 



30 TAUST. 

FAUST. 

Yain^ till your heart is warm'd^ the task to steal 
The fire from other bosoms ; you must feel : 
Sit at your desk^ and eull the eold remains 
Of other ^easts^ piek other authors' brains : 
With foreign feather8 dress your dawlike fame^ 
And puff your smouldering ashes into Aame. 
From sueh employments spring the deeds and lays 
Whieh monkeys imitate and ehildren praise. 
The ehord that wakes in kindred hearts a tone 
Must first be tuned and yibrate in your own. 

WAGNER. 

And yet the speaker^ by arrangement's art> 
To me unknown^ eommands the listener's heart. 

PAUST. 

If he be honest man and true^ 

No murderer of a martyr'd theme^ 
His rules are short^ his arts are few^ 

What the truth is to make it seem. 



EAUST. 31 

And must we^ when we yeam to speak, 
Gonsider how 'twoul4 soond in Greek ? 
Your grand oration^ neat and fit^ 
Smooth'd on the hone of human wit — 
Your paragraph^ the sophist yamps^ 
Are eheerless as the eyening damps, 
And ehillier than the winds that sigb 
Through swirling leayes when autumn's nigh. 

WAGNBB, 

Yes/art is wond'rous long, 
And life is but a span ; 
And when I eritieise its plan^ 
The sense of sorrow rises strong. 
How hard from leaming's grasp to wring 
The means by whieh we reaeh the spring ! 
To-morrow^ and we get half way. 
Yes, but perhaps we die to-day. 

FAyST. 

And must it flow from page and seroU 
The stream that eheers your thirsty soul ; 



32 FAUST. 

^ While in it8elf the barren mind 
Food and reireshment £Edls to find ? 

WAONER. 

Excu8e me^ 'tis r ioy sublime 

To dive into forgotten time^ 

To see how wise men thought of yore, 

And traoe the limits of their lore. 

FAUST. 

Oh ! yes^ beyond the reakns of light. 

My fnend^ the times whieh age has wrapp'd in night> 

Are but the book with seyen seals ; 

The fancied spirit of the age 
Is merely what the author feels^ 

The spirit of a seribbler's page. 
Read but a paragraph^ and you shall iind 
' The litter and the lumber of the mind, 
The deeds of states and indiyidual fools^ 
Maxim8 pragmatieal^ and themes for sehook : 
The puppets mouth them as the author rules. 



FAU8T. 98 



WAGWSK. 

And yet 'tis sorely neitlier shanie nor sin 

To leam the world and those that dwell thoein. 

PAUsr. », *- 
Yes^ eall it learning if yoa wilL 

Thus you may giye eaeh dog you meet a name ; 

'Tis hard to make him answer to the same. 
Those in sueh studies who haye shown their skill, 
Liberal of truth^ the open-hearted few, 
Who bared their iieelings to the publie view> 
Still by ungrateful man were bid to feel^ 
Test of their iiedth, the fiei^ot or the wheel. 
Eseuse me now, our eonyerse here must dosey 
The night is wasting, and I need repose. 

WAONER. 

A longer yigil I eould well haye bome^ 

To talk with one like you on themes so high. 

Allow me on to-morrow's Easter mom 
Your patienee on some other points to try. 
yoL. I. D 



V 



V 



34 FAUST. 

Mueh haye I leanit^ my knowledge is not small^ 
Yet am I not eontent with less than all. 

FAUST (alone). 
Strange that when reason totters hope is firm. 
Eaeh slight eneouragement renews our toil^ 
We grub for treasures in the mouldy soil, 
And bless our fortune when we find a worm. 
Was this the plaee for sueh a yoiee to sound, 
When the dark powers of nature swarm'd around ? 
And yet for onee, poor wreteh, whom nature ranks 
Meanest of all her ehildren^ take my thanks. 
Despair had seized me, — you haye burst the ehain, 
And giyen my dazzled sense its powers again. 
The yision seem'd of sueh gigantie guise, 
My frame was lessen'd to a pigmy's size. 
I image of the Godhead, who but now 
Abnost had bask'd in truth's etemal sun, 
For whom the reign of light had just begun, 
While mortal mists were elearing from my brow ; 



FAUST. 



35 



Already bome beyond the eherub's Aight^ 
Piereing the dark^ undazzled by the bright^ 
A word of thunder, shrinking up my soul, 
Has hurl'd it baekward as it near'd the goal. 

Likeness to thee my elay may not inherit : 
I eould attraet thee hither^ haughty spirit ; 
And yet to hold thee here had not the power. 
That instant that you own'd my eall^ 

I felt so little^ yet so great^ 
You hurl'd me baek^ you bad me fall^ 

Plumb down to man's uneertain state ? 
Who tells me what I would esehew ? 

What impulse I may best obey ? 
Whether we suffer^ or we do, 

We elog existence on its way. 

What though when Paney's daring wing was young^ 
Forth into boundless spaee at onee it sprung ; 

d2 



36 FAU8T. 

A shorter eourse 'tis now amtent to run^ 

When its wreek'd joys have perish'd one by one. 

Care in the deep heart builds its nest^ 

And eoils him there a rankling pest : 

With joy assumes his torturing task, 

Like other stabbers^ not without a mask ; 

As wife or ehild^ or other kindred blood^ 

Poison or steel^ he shows^ or fire or flood. 

We weep for what we never lost, 

And Ay imagin'd ill, as though our path it eross'd. 

^' I am not like the Ooda. Know that I must, 

Most like the worm, slow wallowing through the dust, 

\ Whom man's destroying foot, if there it strays, 
Slays as he feasts, and buries while it slays. 

Are they not dust, the eases there ? 
The 8helves, and all the volumed-pile they bear? 
There I ■ may read, in many a^ page, 
V That man, in every elime and age. 



FAUST, S7 

Has raek'd his heart and brain : 

That here and there a luekier wight was seen^ 
Seldom or never to be seen again. 
SkuU of the nameless dead^ why grinn'st thou» say ? 

Except to tell me that the brain within 

Waa mad^ like jnine> for what it fail'd to win^ 
Truth's never-dawning, still-expected day. 
Ye, too, have moek'd me, instruments of art^ 

. PuUeys and rules^ and wheels of toothed brass : 
At leaming's door ye play the porter's part. 

But would not lift the lateh to let me pass. 
For Nature yields not to eorporeal force, 

Nor suffers man by aid like yours to find 

What she refuses to the powers of mind, '^ 
And deep reflection's flow, and study's tranquil eourse. 

I have no portion in thee> useless heap 
Of lumber, aiding onee my iather's toil: 

Parehments and roUs eontinue still your sleep, 
Grimed by yon ereaset's ever-fuming oil. 
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Better to waste the substanee of my sire^ 
Than thus eneireled by it to expire. 
> All we possess^ and use not on the road^ 
Adds to the burden we must bear ; 
Enjoyment alleyiates our share^ 
And^ by eonsuming, lightens still the load. 

But why is yonder speek of glassy light 
A sudden magnet to my roying eye ? 

Why spreads new radianee all around so bright^ 
Like moonlight bursting through a stormy sky ? 

Thou lonely Aask^ with reverential awe, 

Porth firom thy shelf thy brittle frame I draw : 

In thee I yenerate the art of man. 

Essenee of painless rest^ untortur'd death^ 
Extract of powers that eheek the human breath^ 

Now show your healing inAuenee^ for you ean. 

I yiew ye, and the sight relieyes my pain ; 

I hold je, and my frenzy eools again. 
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Here^ wHere it mixes with unbounded seas^ 
The stream of life runs eabner by degrees ; 
Smooth at my feet blue oeean sleeps in light^ 
And the broad sun'is last rays to distant shores inyite. 

Down swooping to my wish a ear appears^ — 
A fiery ehariot. My glad soul prepare 
To pieree the unattempted reahns of air^ 

Systems unknown^ and more harmonious spheres.. 

Sueh proud existence^ joys of heavenly birth l 

Worm as thou art^ what elaim hast thou to share ? 

And yet to qiiit the sun that lights thy earth^ 
Thy proper orb is all thou hast to dare. 

'Tis but to dash the portals to the ground 

Through whieh the many slink as best they ean^ 

To reassert^ by more than empty sound^ 
E'en against heayen^ the dignity of man. ^ 

V 

To view the dark abyss^ and not to quake^ 
Where fancy dooms us to etemal woes, 

Through the dim gate our yenturous way to take^ 
Around whose narrow mouth hell's fumace glows^ 
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On sueh a yenture gaily to advanoe> 

And leap — to notbingness^ if sueh our ehanee. 

Gome from the shelf> where thou hast lain seeure^ 
Thou aneient goblet, form'd of erystal pure ; 
I have not thought on thee this many a year. 
Oft at my father's feasts the rosy wine 
In thy transparent brightness leamt to shine^ 
And add a lustre to the good man's eheer. 
Well I remember the aeeustom'd rite^ 
When the blithe eomr^des pledged thee through the 

night^ 
And^ as the spirit mounted while they gua^'d^ 
The jovial task to dear thee at a draught^ 
While thy rieh eandngs of the olden time 
Form'd the quaint subject of the drinker's rhyme. 
In thee I ne'er shall pledge my £riend again^ 
Or for sueh rhyme the quick invention strain. 
This jiiice of fatal strength and browner hue 
Would make tbe unfimsh'd verses feet too few : 
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In thee the troubles of my soul I east^ 

Hail the blest drops^ and drain them to the last. 

ISets the eup to his lips. Church bells and 
anthem in the distanee. 

GHORUS 0F THE ANGELS. . 

Ghrist is arisen ! ^ v 

Hail the glad day^ 

Ye ehildren of elay, 

Who are but the prey 
Of weakness and sorrow. 

PAUST. 

What thrilling sounds^ what musie's ehoral swell 
Arrests the hand whieh death but now defied ? 

Dost thou proelaim^ thou ever pealing bell^ 
The solemn hour of Easter's holy tide ? ^ 

Say^ do you wake for him who eame to saye 

The strain whieh angels pour'd around hi» grave> 
When the new covenant was ratitied? 
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GHORUS 0F WOMEN. 

lu unguents we bathed> 
And in linen array'd him^ 

And^ folded and swathed^ 
In the sepulehre laid him. 

We'^olded in sorrow 
His eorpse on its bier^ 

And ah ! on the morrow^ 

V Ghrist is not here. 

GHORUS 0F ANGELS. 

V Ghrist is arisen ! 

Hail the glad day 
Ye ehildren of elay, 
Who, through grief and dismay^ 
Have stood and not fallen ! 

FAUST. 

Why seek ye here, ye tones of Heaven, 

A thing like me, of mortal leaven ? 

On softer hearts your soothing inAuenee try ; 
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I hear your tidings^ woold th^ I believed ! 

I eould be happy, though deceived. 

I dare not lift my thoughts towards the spheres, 

From whenee that heavenly sound salutes my ears ; 

And yet that anthem's long-remember'd strain i^ 

Revives the seenes of sinless youth again, V 

When, on the stillness of the sabbath-day, 

Heaven in that peal seem'd pouring from above, 
And I look'd upward for its kiss of love, 
While saints might wish with joy like mine to pray. 
An undefined aspiration 
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Impell'd me ftom the-haunts of man ; 
I form*d myself a new ereation, 

While tears of ehristian fervour ran. 
This very song proelaim'd to ehildhood's ear ^ 

The solemn tide for joys for ever past, 
And memory, waking while the song I hear, 

Arrests my strides, and eheeks me at the last. 
Sound on, blest strain, your task almost is done ; 
Tears force their way, and earth regains her son. 
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GHORUS 0F YOUTHS. 

The buried is raised 

Already on high : 
And he whom we praised 

Is now in the sky. 
'Mid anthems of gladness 

He speeds to his home^ 
But^ in yalleys of sadness^ 

Has leffc us to roam^ 
Where sorrows are thronging^ 

Where he too is not : 
May he pardon the longing 

Whieh pines for his lot ! 

CHORUS 0F ANOELS. 

Ghrist is arisen 

From mortal deeay ! 
From the limbs that were bound 

Tear the bandage away. 
Ye who have not forsaken^ 
But stiU have partaken^ 
Unmoved and unshaken^ 



PAUST. 45 



His sorrow and pain^ 
Who preaeh'd and who praised 

His doetrine and reign, 
Your master is raised^ 
Nor qiiits you again ! 



The first seene^ in Paust's study^ here elotes. The seeond 
opens before the gate of the eity^ the inhabitants of 
whieh are supposed to be pouring out in all direetions^ 
to enjoy their holiday. 
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Before the Gate qfthe Citi/. 
Meghanigs and Labourers. 
Whithbr speed you, neighbours^ say ? 

OTHERS. 

We to the mill, to spend the day. 

THE PORMER. 

We to the Jagerhaus shall wander, 
At skittles, there, our eoin to squander. 

ANOTHER. 

No, eome to Wasserhof with me. 

SEGOND. 

I hate the dulness of the way. 
And you ? 

THIRD. 

To ehoose my Mends are free. 
I take their road, whate'er it be. 

t 
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POURTH. 

Come then to Burgdorf^ there is lusty eheer^ 
The prettiest waiter^ and the brownest beer^ 
Food^ and the weleome of a smiling £eu%. 

FIFTH. 

What, will you never be eontent ? 
Think what ensued when last we went. 
I have a horror of the plaee. 

SBRVANT MAID. 

No ; to the eity, home, I must and will. 

8EC0ND* 

Come to the poplars, he is surely there. 

PIRST. 

And, if he is, or is not, mueh I eare ; 
For by your side he wanders still ; 
With you he danees ; what have I 
To do with other's property ? 

SEGOND. 

No matter, for alone he will not stray ; 
The old one at his elbow walks to-day. 
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CITIZEN. • 

In truth^ at our new burgomaster 
My eholer rises £ast and faster. 
His mood is sour ; and for the town^ 
What builds he up or pulls he down ? 
New taxes^ and the same restraint^ 
Would vex the patienee of a saint. 

BEOGAR. 

Good gentlemen^ and ladies fair^ 

So gaily dressed in all your pride, 
Oh listen to the poor man's prayer^ 

And pass not on the other side ! 
In vain. he pours his humble voice^ 

Unless your bounty tune the string ; 
Let not this day^ when all rejoice> 

To him alone no rapture bring. 

SEC0ND CITIZEN. 

Well, nothing suits my holiday so well 
As a long tale Qf battle and of blood, 
How, by some Turkish river, plain, or wood, 

They meet> the Ghristian and the iniidel. 

VOL. I. E 
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Then in the window-seat I drain my glass, 
Wateh the smooth river glide^ the white sail pass^ 
And, when the terrors of the conflict eease^ 
Home we retire, and bless the joys of peaee. 

THIRD CITIZEN. 

I too delight, before I go to bed, 
To hear how one man breaks another's head ; 
Let them, at distanee, squabble^ Aght, and slay, 
While I derive amusement £rom the fray. 

OLD WOMAN. 

How gaily drest, with brooeh and kerchief rare, 
No gallant in the town shall ^iedl to stare. 
Nay, why so proud ? — I know that youthful blood 
Can tell its wishes, and ean make them good. 

citiz£n's daughter. 
On, Agatha— <for, in the publie sight, 

With sueh a witeh to talk, were past a jest : 
'Tis true, she show'd me, on St. Andrew's night, 

The figure of the man who loves me best. 
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ANOTHER. 

A soldier mine^ by her was sho5vn, 
With others, in a erystal stone ; 
I seek him wide> I seek him far^ 
Yet nowhere meet this son of war. 

soldier's song. 
Proud" eities, surmounted 

With fortress and tower, 
Proud maidens, aeoounted 
As hard to o'erpower — 
The adventure is hard— 

Oould I achieve it, 
Bright the reward. 

The voice of the trumpet 
Our wish may express, 

When to you, or to eities, 
That wish we express. 

How gay is our life, 
In hall, or in field ; 
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For eities and maidens^ 
Alike they must yield. 

The adventure is hard^ 

But bright the reward, 
In field^ or in hall^ 

And the soldier obtains it 
The first of them ail. 

Fau8t and Waoner. 

FAUST. 

The smile of spring on stream and plain 
Has freed them from their iey ehain. 
Siek \vith the perfume of the breeze, 
From buds of rain-bespangled trees, 
Baek to his mountains' ehill retreat, 
Old Winter drags his palsied feet ; 
But, as he flies, with hail and sleet, 
Pursues the inefi^ectual strife, 
To nip the struggling germs of life. 
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No longer of his mantle white 
May vernal suns endure the sight ; 
But nature's face must glitter sheen 
With eolours bright and youthful green. 
Yet Aowers are none the seene to graee — 
Man's gay attire supplies their plaee. 
Turn round^ and, £rom this hilloek's height, 
Baek to the town direet thy sight. 
See, £rom the jaws of yonder gate, 
How thiek the inseets eongregate ; 
They eelebrate, in guise so gay, 
Our Saviour's resurreetion day. ^ 
From lowly roof, and stiHing eell, 
Where labour's murky ehildren dwell — 
From ehambers elose, and garrets high, 
From many an alley's dismal sty, 
And from the venerable night, 
Shed by the ehurehes' shadowy height, 
They wander forth, and eourt the light. 
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See how the myriads buzz and throng, 
The garden and the field along ; 
See^ on the stream^ how thiek they Hoat^ 
The steadier barge and heeling boat. 
How yonder skiff^ o'erladen^ laves 
Its gunwale in the rippling waves. 
Yon distant mountain-path no less 
Is gleaming with the tints of dress. 
I hail^ in yonder rout and eoil^ 
The short-lived heaven of those who toil ; 
I almost shout^ like them^ for glee^ 
And am the man I seem to be. 

WAGNER. 

To talk and wander^ sir, with you 
Is honour and advantage too ; 
Yet, without sueh a guide, to-day, 
'Mid all that's rude I searee would stray. 
I neither see the omament nor use 
Of all this fiddling^ seraping^ sereeehing, ringing * 
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They make an uproar, like all hell let loose, 
And eall it making merriment and singing. 

OLD PEASANT. 

We take it kindly, sir, in you 
To join, to-day, our peasant erew, 
And joy amid our sports to find 
A man so learned, yet so kind. 
Aeeept our humble friendship's sign, 
Our fairest eup, and ruddiest wine, 
And, while I pledge the draught, I pray 
Your present thirst it may allay, 
And that your future days may roU 
More than the drops within the bowl 

FAUST. 

Aeeept for your affection's sign 
Thanks, for your love and for your wine. 

OLD PEASANT. 

It well may glad the poor man's heart 
When in his sports you take a part : 
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We knew you, in our evil day, 
Disease's hope, and misery's stay. 
There 's many a one earousing here 
Yoiir father reseued from his bier ; 
You also braved, where'er he led, 
The terrors of the feverish bed ; 
From many a house the eorpse they bore> 
Yet healthy still you pass'd the door— 
And you had sunk, but help £rom High 
Porbade the poor man's iriend to die. 

ALL. 

Long may his life and health endure, 
With power to sueeour, save, and eure ! 

PAUST. 

Bow not to me, but Him who sent, 
In me, his hUmble instrument. 

WAONER. 

How must thy raptured feelings rise 
When grateiul men aknost adore ; 
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How happy he who thus applies 

The hard-eArn'd stoek of leaming's lore ! 
The daneer stops as you go by — 
The father holds his babe on high — 
And see^ the knee abnost they bow^ 
As if the host were passing now. 

FAUST. 

A little onward — ^far as yonder stone — 

I have a reason good to rest me there ; 
For often there I sat^ and mused alone^ 

And mortified myself with fast and prayer. 
There, firm in faith, I oft have striven, ^ 

With tears, and sighs, and prayers as vague, v 
To eabn the wrath of angry Heaven, 

And stay the ravage of the plague. 
That voice of praise to me is seorn, 
Too just, too bitter to be borne. 
Hear how the father and the son 
Deserve the gratitude they won. 
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That £ather was a dark adept^ 

Who nature's mystie ring o'erleapt, 

And made her seeret works his eare, 

With arts his own, but not unfair. 

With some, like him initiate, 

He sat before his fumace grate^ 

And, after many a erabb'd reeeipt, 

He wielded there the powers of heat, 

Made opposites together run, 

And mingled eontraries in one. 

There was a lion red, a friar bold, 

Who married lilies in their bath of gold, 

With fire then vex'd them £rom one bridal bed 

Into another, thus he made them wed. 

Upon her throne of glass was seen, 

Of yaried hues, the youthful queen. 

This was the seene from whenee our skiU 

Display'd so far its power to kill ; * 

Our mixtures did their work more sure 

Than all the plagues we eame to eure. 
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Myself have given the poison draught^ 
And seen them perish as they ^ua^Td^ 
And live to hear their kindred shed 
Their blessings on the murderer's head. 

WAGNER. 

. Why fret yourself on sueh a eause ? 

'Tis surely all that man ean do^ 
To praetise by reeorded laws^ 

The good old rules his fathers knew. 
The Seripture bade you honour and obey, 

In early youth, a fether's saered name ; 
Inerease your stores, in manhood's later day, 

Your sons in after time shall do the same. 

FAUST. 

Happy in error's sea who finds the land, 
Or o*er delusion's waves his limbs ean buoy; 

We use the arts we eannot understand— • 
An3 what we know, we know not to employ. 

But let us not, in fancy's moody play, 

The moment's present raptures waste away. 
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See how, £rom tufted trees, in eyening's glow, 
Ere daylight sets^ the eottage easements glow : 
It sinks^ the sun has lived another day^ 

And yields to death but to reeruit his fires : 
Alas I no wing may bear me on my way, 

To traek the monareh^ as his orb retires. 
I wateh'd him^ as he sought the west : 

Beneath his feet ereation slept^ 
Eaeh summit blood-red bright^ eaeh vale at rest^ 

The waveless streams like golden serpents erept. 
In vain yon mountain's arrowy pinnaele 
To the mind's Aight opposed its preeipiee. 
Oeean himself retired^ his billows fell, . 
And for my path diselosed his huge abyss. 
The vision eeased^ the sun's glad reign was o'er, 

Yet the wish died not with retuming night. 
Darkness behind me^ and the day before^ 

On rush'd my soul to drink the eternal light. 
Seas roll'd beneath^ and skies above me rose. 

Blest dream ! It vanish'd in its loveliest prime. 
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Alas ! no mortal wings may sueeour those 

Whieh lifWthe mind upon its Aight sublime. 
Yet nourish'd in the bosom's eore 

The impulse dwells whieh bids us onward press. 
When the lark mounts^ till it ean mount no more, 

To wake its thrilling song of happiness, 
When o'er the pines the eagle soaring 

On poising wing appears to rest, 
When marshy wastes and seas exploring, 

The erane speeds to his native nest. 

WAONER. 

I have had ^Emeies, but for sueh as these 

They never troubled me, as I remember ; 
I soon have gazed my fill at fields and trees, 

Envying no bird his wings, or any member. 
A different joy the learned finds at home, 
From page to page, from book to book to roam. 
Life £rom sueh tasks runs warm through every limb, 
And winter's blasts are gales of spring to him. 
And when some parehment is unroU'd by you, 
Heaven, like the prophet's seroll, seems open'd too. 
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PAUST. 

One impulse you have felt alone ; * 

Oh ! let the other rest unknown. 
vAlas ! in me two souls at variance dwell, — 
Gould they but separate^ for both 'twere well. 
One, ever wedded to the grosser earth^ 
\ eiings to the soulless elay that gave it birth ; 
The other feels that somewhere lie 
Glad realms^ to whieh it fain would fly : 
Spirits (if sueh unearthly forms there be) 

To whom the reign of middle air is given, 
From elouds of downy gold deseend^ to iree 

A soul that pines for your transparent heaven. 
Oh^ were a magie mantle mine^ 

O'er foreign elimes at will to range, 
No emperor's robe, of sables fine, 

Should tempt my avarice to exchange ! 

WAGNER. 

For merey's sake, invoke no more 

The troop whose being is known too well ! 
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Too near at hand those yiewless agents soar^ 

Too ready to obey the spell. 
When the north blows, I know whose frosty fang 

Vexes, who fret me with their arrowy tongues, 
While others ride the arid east^ and hang 

Upon the panting ehest^ and husky lungs. 
When south winds from the desert have despateh'd 

The swarm that cauterize the maddening brain^ 
Far in the west their opposites are hateh'd^ 

Who eabn the fever and refresh the plain : 
Prompt listeners to what heard shall make us grieve — 
Prompt slaves to serve their masters, and deceive. 
They feign th'eir native home the sky, 
Assume a false gentility, 
And lisp like angels when they lie. 
No more ! the breeze is eooling fast, 
The dew deseends, and day is past. 
At eyening's hour we leam our home to prize. 
Why dost thou stop and fix thy eamest eyes ? 
What form in twilight's shade ean so astound ? 
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FAU8T. 

See^ how he traeks the grass^ yon sable hound ! 

WAONER. 

Long I have mark'd him ; nothing strange I see. 

FAUST. 

Look well : what think ye that the brute may be } 

WAGNER. 

A simple poodle^ bent on finding 

His master's footsteps on the ground. 

FAUST. 

See how> in lizard eireles winding^ 

Ourselyes he still is elosing round ; 
And, if I err not, far behind him, 

There trails a traek of fiery light. 

WAGNER. 

A jet-black poodle you shall find him — 
Some fancy may delude your sight. " 

PAUST. 

He seems to me as if, our path surrounding, 
Light magie eireles round our steps he drew. 
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WAGNER. 

I merely view liim £righten'd^ shy^ and bounding, 
To see two stranger forms in me and you. 

FAUST. 

The eirde narrows. He approaehes. 

WAGNER. 

'Tis but a dog^ no ghost who thus eneroaehes ; 
He whimpers^ whines^ then erouehes in his plaee, 
Like other dogs in sueh a ease. 

PAUST. 

Come hither : join our eompany. 

WAGNER. 

In all a very poodle he. 

Stand still — ^he drops^ and waits your leisure ; 

Invite him— on he springs with pleasure ; 

Whate'er you lose will bring again, 

And swim the river for your eane. 

FAUST. 

'Tis true^ he plays an earthly part ; 
No spirit^ all is mortal art. 

VOL. I. p 
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WAGNER. 

To dogs by eulture so refined 
The wisest man is well inelined ; 
And e'en your favour he may earn^ 
Who from his tutor thus ean leam. 
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Fau8t's Study. 

PAUST. 

While gloomy niglit o'erspreads the plain^ 
I leave the shadowy waste behind^ 
Where darkness rouses not in vain 
The better genius of the mind ; 
Eaeh impulse wild its rest is taking^ 
Eaeh passion slumbers in its den, 
Nought but the love o£ Crod is waking, ^ 
And love as pure for fellow men^ 

Rest thee^ poodle. Why runnest thou so^ 
On the threshold wandering to and fro ? 
Lay thee down the stove beneath^ 
Stop thy whining, and still thy breath. 
Poor dog, thou hast merrily eheer'd my way 
With thy wanton springs and thy £ro]icsome play 

f2 
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Be weleume then liere m n ™»mm^m| ^ giwat» 
Seill tiiv w hiwiwy ami tike tbr 



Ah ! when agim within oar edl 
We hid Hkt Lunp of wi«lwigli^ f^ow, 
The iaward light m trimm'd as wwH 
In hearts that leun theaaKlra feD 
While reasin's Totoe adoras its *^*— ■r^ 
And hape blooms hrighter than at fint, 
The aool springs omrard to the streun 
Whieh flows to qnendi onr mortal thiist. 

Howl not, poodle ! thj fiendiah eries 
Dislurb the bosom's eplestial tooei 
Whieh aeeords bnt ill with thy yeOing moan. 

But aught that is hid firom hnman eyes, 

Human fully will oft eondemn, 
They will murmur at all that is fair and good, 
lf its faimes8 be hard to be understood. 

Woiild the eritieal hound but imitate them ? 
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But already^ will I wliat I may^ 

Joy*8 brief star has quench'd its fickle ray. ^ 

Why must the stream so soon be dried^ 

Ere my thirst be satisfied ? 

How oft sueh fortune has been mine : 
And yet by eaeh blessing the world denies 
We are taught the things of heaven to prize, 

And for revelation*s light to pine. 

And nowhere brighter it was sent 

Than in our Saviour's Testament. 

Great is my wish to labour o'er 

My version of its holy lore ; 

And^ with a ehristian's good design^ 

To make it German line by line. 

In the b^nning was the Word, I write, 
And straight erase what fails to satisiy ; 

I eannot rate the Word sufficient quite ; ^ 
A worthier version I must try. 
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Will iiot the spirit guide me iueh to find ? 
> I u-rite, in the beginniiig wii the Mind. 
Biit let me^ ere the opening line be done, 
(.'Onsider if the peu the aenae oatnin. 
l>id Mind work all things in ereation's hour ? 
N<», thus : in the beginning was the power. 
Yet, while I write it down» a waming yoioe 
Still makes me diseontented with my ehoioe. 
'Tis done ! the spirit helps me at my need^ 
' And writes; in the beginning was the Deed. 

In my ehamber would you rest^ 
Be silent; poodle — you had best, 
Oease to bellow ! 

For with sueh a elamorous fellow^ 
Tnily, I eould well dispense : 
One ineontinent must henee. 
Thoiigh patient, I ean bear no more^ 
Though to a guest I ope the door. 
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But, what wonders do I see ! 
Natural sight it eannot be ! 
Long and broad my poodle grows, 
And a wondrous shape he shows^ 
Sueh the limbs and sueh the force 
Of the Delta's river-horse ; 
Half-begotten brood of hell^ 
Solomon's key shall fit him weil. 

Less than five^ and more than three^ 
Fit the beast whate'er he be. 
Salamanders^ bum and glow ; 
Water-spirits, twine and flow ; 
Up, ye sylphs, in sether blue ; 
Earthly goblins^ down with you. 

He who eould not win eonsent 
From eaeh subject element. 
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Stuntl in dte duur. 
He lie» anii he grins afe me GBiniiT atin; 
As Tet I Iuive mic woek'd InnL iH; 

Bnt t2ie spell he thaR bnr 
Shiill ahake him with fnr. 

Artthoa, tell^ 
An exile of hell ? 
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Then look at tliis sign^ 
At the sight of whieh all 
The fallen must fiEill. 
His form swells out and bristles his hair. 
Son of a fallen line^ 
Say^ eanst thou read the sign ? 

Swelling like an elephant^ 

He will make the ehamber seant. 

Rise not to the eeiling's erown : 

At my bidding lay thee down. 
You see that I threaten never in vain ; 
Be still ere I vex thee with fiery pain. 

Wait not till the fiery light 

From its third edipse be bright : 
Wait not the force of the deadliest Aame^ 
Aud the terrible sound of the Holiest name. 

[^Mephistopheles appearsjr(m hehind the 
stove, dressed as a travelling Student, 
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MBPHI8TOPHBL.B8. 

Wliy all this elamour ? Can I nerye you^ sir ? 

FAU8T. 

Is this the kerael of this goodly finiit ? 
It makes me smile to see the termiiiatioii. 

MBPHI8TOPBSI.B8. 

Yoiir learned reverence humbly I salute : 
Faith, you have put me in a perspiration. ' 

FAU8T. 

Thy iiame? 

M B PHISTOPHBLBS. 

Why wishes he my name to know ? 
Who rates the simple word a thing so mean ? 
Who, unsedueed by glare of outward show, 
Seeks but to understand the inward being ? 

FAUST. 

With gentry of your eloth we ofien elaim 
To learn your nature by your name. 
Rebel and outeast suit it to a letter ; 
tiar perhaps, destroyer, even better. 
Who are you, then ? 
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MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

A portion of the might^ v 

Whieh ever wills the bad, and executes the right. 

FAU8T. 

Instruet me what this riddling speeeh implies. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I am the well-known being who still di^ies^ ^ 
And rightly too ; for all I see around 
Deserves but to be tumbled to the ground. ^ 

Better then 'twere that nothing were at all. 
Thus all that sin you weaker mortals eaU^ 
Destruetion, ill, when weaker terms are spent ^ 
Is my peeuliar element. 

PAUST. 

You seem a whole, yet eall yourself a part. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I speak the truth without disguise or art^ 

I laugh to see this little planet roil, 

Stoek'd with its fools^ and eall itself a whole. "^ 
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I am a part of part> whieh onoe was at the head, 
Part of the darkneas firom whieh light was hred ; 
Proud element^ whieh now disputes the right 
His mother has to govem spaoe in night ; 
And yet sueeeeds not. Struggle as he wiU^ 
Gorporeal fetters must enehain him still ; 
And, if eorporeal forms he ehanee to meet> 
They make a shadow of him in the street. 
Sa, for light's sake^ in duty hound I pray^ 
Bodies may perish at an early day. 

FAUST. 

I understand your dignified employ ; 

Great things you want the power to destroy^ 

Till with the smaller you have first h^un. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Truly, with sueh there 's little to be done. 
All this unmeaning wotld you see, 
That is where nothing ought to be, 
I know not how, contrives to slip 
My wish to have it on the hip. 
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Through billows^ earthquakes^ storms^ and buming^ 

The stupid ball persists in tuming. 

As to the eursed tribes of animation^ 
They laugh at all my best inyentions : 
I make them graves of all dimensions ; 

And ^resh made blood is strait in eireulation. 

It would go near to tum a weaker head^ 

To see earth^ air^ and water brought to bed. 

A thousand germs of life they all unfold> 

In dry and moist^ in warm and eold : 

But for my favourite fire alone^ 

I eould not eall an element my own. 

FAU8T. 

'Tis thus 'gainst nature's genial laws 
The weaker powers of hell you strain, 

eieneh, in malieious rage, your elaws, 
And dart the treaeherous blow in vain. 

B^in some other enterprise, 

Strange son of ehaos and old night. 
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MKPHI8TOPHJBU8. 

We will diseuss what yoa adTioe 

Wben at your door I next aligiit : 
Now let me sue fbr my diinnission. 

FAU8T. 

I see no eause fbr sueh penniasion ; 
I have just leamt to stndy yon. 

You gained the right to yisit me : 
Here is the door^ the window too^ 

A ehimney also^ wide and free. 

MEPHISTOPHBLBS. 

All this I own^ and yet^ to take the air, 
Something prevents me^ on the threshold there 
Remove that parehment^ and the path is plain. 

PAUST. 

Oh, 'tis the pentagram that gives you pain. 
Then tell me why your entranee^ son of Hell^ 
Was not prevented by the sp^. 
How was thy eunning thus outwitted ? 
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MEPHI6T&PHELE8. 

Obserye, it is not rightly fitted ; 

By ehanee you haye not guarded quite 

That little eomer to the right. 

FAUST. 

That was a lueky hit indeed^ 

To have the devil in my hold ; 
Not oft by ehanee we so sueeeed. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. ^ 

The poodle reek'd not as he leap'd the fold ; 
The ease is ehanged^ for should I wish to stray, 
The deyil eannot take himself away. 

PAUST. 

Yet, through the window why not take your ilight ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

It is a law of eyery iiend and sprite, 
Where we eome in our exit must be found — 
The first we ehoose^ but to the next are bound. 

PAUST. 

What then^ has Hell itself reeorded laws ? 
I doubt not> eompaets may be tied 
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With you, without the fear of Aaws. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You shall partake of all that 's ratified — 
You shall have justice to the very letter. 

But this is not so easy to impart — 
Another time we may diseuss it better. 

Allow me now, I pray you, to depart. 

FAUST. 

Who does what no one ever told him, 

Must thank himself for what himself has wrought 
Who has the devil, let him hold him, 

Another time he may not so be eaught. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh ! if you wish, I make the eomposition, 

And, from this very instant, join your train, 
Without a salary, but on one eondition, 
Your soul with my slight art to entertain. 

FAUST. 

You have my leave your treasures to dispense — 
; This only, let them please the sense. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In these few instants you shall win 
M ore for the sensual soul within^ 
Than in a year's circumference. 
The songs the delieate spirits sing, 
The pietures to your sight they bring, 
Are not a mere unreal delusion. 

The powers of smell they shall delight, 

Shall eheer the liquorish appetite, 
And drown thy sense in soft confusion. 
They need no prelude^ round they throng — 
Spirits, raise yonr phantom song ! 

SONO 0F THE SPIRITS. 

Vanish, ye vaulted 

Geilings on high ! 
Admit^ in its beauty^ 

The blue of the sky ! 
Dissolyed into sether 

V0L. I. o 
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The fadiiig mist runs^ 
Pale stars take their staitiou 
'Mid the mild eoruseation 

Of loyeli^ suns. 
The near and the distant 

In mystery blend^ 
While in endLess expansioa 

The deserts eietend. 
Where wild y^tation 

Embraees and eoyers 
The rest of the dove 

And the meeting of lovers. 
With tendril on tendril, 

And twine upon twine^ 
Where the heavy grape sleeps 

With its burden of wine, 
Whieh in rivulets ereeps 

Through topaz and erystal^ 
And gems of the mine. 
The sunny sea sparkles 
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Round islets of green^ 
Whieh danoe on the swell 

As Ihe tide iiows between. 
From the meadows surrounded 

By ivy-bound trees, 
The Yoioe of the revel 

Is heard on the breeze. 
'Mid the wild woods' reeesses 

And regions of Aowers, 
The guests are diverting 

The fiG»t-footed hours. 
On the height of the mountain 

While some are deseried, 
While others in oeean 

Are stemming the tide. 
While they eourt the delights 

Whieh never may eloy, 
And eaeh limb and eaeh heart 

Is busy with joy. 

62 
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MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

He sleeps ! ye little ministers well done ! 
Your song was subtle^ and the game is won. 
For thisi your eoneert^ hold me in your debt. 
He searee has leamt to eateh me and to keep. 
Wind round him all that moeks the dreamer's sleep^ 

All that deluded slumber holds for sooth. 
Yet, at my will this threshold to o'erleap^ 

A rat must aid me with his potent tooth. 
'Tis easy sueh assistanee to seeure : 
I hear one rustle^ he shall o\m my lure. 

The lord of rats and king of miee^ 
Of fleas and earwigs^ frogs and liee^ 
The threshold here eommands thee gnaw^ 
With all the teeth of all thy jaw, 
Just where with oil the board he smears. 
See ! in a eanter he appears. 
To business straight : 'tis in the eentre 
The eharm that onee forbad me enter. 
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Another bite — my path is plain : 

Dream on^ my Faust — ^we soon shall meet again. 

FAUST {awaking). 
Am I deeeiyed^ and do they disappear ? 

The throng of phantoms that my ehair surrounded ? 
Was I then mad to think the devil near, 

And that before my path a poodle bounded ? 
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Paust's Study, 

FAU8T. 

{A knock.~\ Come in : who dares my rest invade ? 

MEPHI8T0PHELE6. 

Tis I. 

PAUST. 

Come in. 

MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

Thriee let the word be said. 

PAUST. 

Come in. 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

'Tis well. In word and deed^ 
I trust^ we soon shall be agreed. 
To ehase your gloom, behold me drest, 
Like any noble> in my best : 
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In searlet doublet shot with gold^ 

And mantle stiff of silken fold ; 

The eoek's long feather o'er my seonee, 

And rapier meet for dress so gay : 
And this is my advice, at onee, 

To dight yourself in like array, 
And wander forth, £rom trammels free, 
The yaried life of man to see. 

FAUST. 

Whate'er my dress, I ean but rave, 

Within the world's sad dungeon pent ; 
For ehildren's sports too old and grave^ — 

Too mueh a ehild to be eontent. 
V What is this wretehed life's assuranee ? 
Its task ? — ^forbearance and enduranee. 
This is the burthen of the song, 

Peal'd tiH the ear of man is deaf ; 
Whieh days, and hours, and years prolong, 

In notes of every time and clef. 
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At morn my eyes with anguisli I unelose^ v-^ 

They long to weep to see the day begun ; 
Time's la^ing lapse^ whieh ever as it flows 

Fulfils no wish of all my soul — not one ! 
E'en o'er the sketeh of fancied joy8 

It serawls a thousand hideous lines^ 
Distraets the bosom's peaee with noise^ 

And mars with trifles its designs. 
Then^ when the night enwraps the heaven^ 

I streteh my limbs upon my lair, ^ 

Alas ! to them no rest is given^ 

But dreams^ and phantoms^ and despair. 
And thus existence is a weight^ 
And death my wish^ and life my hate. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Yet death^ we fancy^ seldom eomes too late. 

FAUST. 

Thriee happy he, for whom^ in victory*s light^ 
Round the pale brow the goiy wreath he twines^ 

Whom^ after daneing's mad delight^ 
Loek'd in affection's arms he finds. 
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Oh ! that by sueh a road my soul might pass, 
And quit this wretehed shirering fraiira. 

MEPHI8TOPH&LB8. 

Yet there was liquor in a eertain glass^ 
And he who pour'd it ^Eul'd to drink the same. 

FAU8T. 

You seem to like the office of a spy. 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

All-knowing, am I not — mueh knowing, eertainly. 

PAUST. 

What, though remember'd musie's powers 

One instant o'er my senses stole^ 
And, with the forms of earlier hours^ 

From frenzy's grasp reeall'd my soul ! 
Still shall my eurse invoke confusion 

On Aattery's web, and ialsehood's spell — 
On all that^ with its eold illusion^ 

Confines us to this earthly hell ! 
And> first^ I eurse the loftier dreaming^ 

With whieh the soul itself deceives ; 
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Gursed be the dazzle and the seeming, ^ 

In whieh the easy sense believes ! 
Gursed be ambition's vain impression — ^ 



Fame's speeious life beyond the grave ! 
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Gursed all that Aatters with possession^ ^ 

As wife and ehild^ and house and slave ! 
Gursed be Mammon^ when his treasures ^ 

As lures to active deeds are spread ! 
Gursed^ when he smooths, £Dr slothiul pleasures, 

The pillows of the sluggard's bed ! ^ 

Gursed be the vine's balsamie potion^ ^ 

And eursed be love's delieious thrall ! ^ 

And eursed be hope^ and faith's devotion^ 

And eursed be patienee more than all ! 

MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

Gease to indulge the moody pain^ 

Whieh^ vulture-like^ eonsumes the mind : ^ 
Bad as man is^ you must remain ^ 

A human being amid mankind. 
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And yet I boast no great man's right^ 

To bid you bear, without relief, 

Your mental tax of silent grief : C# 

Your eompany I but invite. 
Behold me ready on the spot 
To join in one our eommon lot. 
Say but the word, approve the plan, 
You are the master, I the man. 

PAUST. 

By what return may I the service merit ? 

MRPHISTOPHELES. 

That you have ample leisure yet to learn. 

PAUST. 

Oh no ! the devil is a selfish spirit, 

And does for eharity no friendly turn. 
Speak the eondition, plain and true ; 
He is in danger who is served by you. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Your senrant here I wiUingly remain, 
And bind mysel^ your pleasure to obey ; 
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Hereafter^ should we ehanee to meet again^ 
You shall do senriee in the self-same way. 

411^ PAUST. 

Little I heed your after-world : 
When this to ruin you have hurl'd, 

Another then the void may fill. 
But with this earth my soul agrees — 
This daily sun my sufferings sees ; 
And^ should I separate from these^ 

Then all may happen as it will. 
To every tale I stop my ears, 

Whether we then shall hate or love^ 
And whether, of those other spheres, 

Some are below and some above. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With thoughts like these you well may dare : ^ 

Aeeept the eontraet, and you share 

Delights surpassing Nature's law — 

What no man ever heard^ or saw. > 
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FAUST. 

Poor devil ! what eanst thou bestow ? 
\ In the wild seareh for all we wish to know^ 
Did ever man eonsort with sueh ally ? 
Yet hast thou food that eannot satisfy — 
Red gold^ that moeks the grasp like mereury^ 
Whieh runs to nought^ the hand within. 
Hast thou a game at whieh we neyer win ? 
A mistress^ who^ while on my breast she lies^ 
Holds converse with her neighbour with her eyes ? 
Hast thou ambition's godlike rage^ 
Fame's meteor light^ the love of age ? — 
Delay not^ then^ your rarities to show^ 
Your goodly fruits that wither on the tree. 

MEPHISTOPUELES. 

To meet your offer I shall not be slow ; 

Sueh wares are always traded in by me — 
And^ my good friend> the time draws near^ 
When artieles like these shall not be dear. 
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FAU8T. 

Should my soul onee partake the body's rest^ 

Then let me only wake to die. 
If with one instant's self-approval blest^ i 

The next convicts the author of the lie. 
That moment in enjoyment past — 
That moment^ let it be my last ! 
This is my wager. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Done ! 

FAUST. 

If that too fast 
One instant speeds I e'er eomplain ; 
And to the fugitive should say, 
Thou art too fair to fleet — delay ! ^ 
Then east around my soul your ehain — 
The eord may break — the bell may toU 

For one whose pilgrimage is o'er : 
Yon hand, that eounts my hours of trial, 
May stay its orbit on the dial, 

And time, for me, may be no more. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oonsider well^ for I shall not forget. 

PAUST. 

Oh, you are right ! but fear not lest I swenre — 
To no rash eontraet I my hand shall set ; 

Some one, somewhere, at all eyents, I serve — 
About the when^ and where^ I shall not £ret. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I have a little eontraet here hard by> 
And shall have served my time to-day — 

But one request, before my powers you try, 
Your signature^ to two short lines^ I pray. 

FAUST. 

Pedant, why seek for writing's empty token ? 

Man's aihrmation hast thou never tried ? 
Sure 'tis enough that one short sentenee spoken, 

My fate for endless ages must deeide. 
A bit of parehment, and an empty serawl^ 
Gompose a moiister whieh affrights us all. 
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Spirit ! what would'st thou^ from the sons of men ? 

Pasehment or marble^ paper^ stone, or brass^ 
Impress'd by ehisel^ graving tool, or pen ? 

Make your own ehoiee of any style or elass. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why will you overwork your wit, 

And jest where few so lightly speak or think ? 
For sueh a purpose any serap is fit, 

And the least drop of blood will serve for ink. 

PAUST. 

If sueh the mummery you require, 
So be it : have your strange desire. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This blood has virtues of surpassing might. 

FAUST. 

Only no fear that I my word evade. 
To strain eaeh nerve, to keep my faith aright, " . 

Is the plain substanee of the vow I made. 
I have too high a rank affected, 
By mightier powers have been rejected, 

V0L. I. H 
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I>«')ftftrr'd tb« Mgbt of Nmture's pkui. 
R<'flection's thread is torn ssander ; 
Di<»^UHt at facts suoeeeds to wonder. 
In «^'nnual depths prepare to drown 

The passions that unquenched glow ; 
And, ever>' frenzied wish to erown, 

Let nuigie all her gift8 bestow. 
I lon<; t(» dive in time's abyss, 

Tlie oeean of forgotten years, 
An(l, M'ith altemate pain and bliss, 

J<>v f()r sueeess, for failure, tears : 
To eliange ainusements as we ean ; 
Hr>t was not niade for active nian. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yoiir wishes are not well defined ; 
Vet, if you fain would sip and try, 
Jiist trtste the swi^ets, and wander by. 
I (*an siipj)ly them to your mind : 
OnU ho lM»ld. aiid you shall have sueeess. 
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FAUST. 

Hear me ! I do not ask for happiness. t 

To passion's whirl my soul I eonseerate, ^' 

Fury that gladdens^ love that tums to hate. 

My "breast, that swells no more with learning's throes, 

I give to pain, and bare it to the stomi ; ^ 
And all that man enjoys, or undergoes, 

I wish eoneenter'd in this single form : 
High as yourself to mount, to dive as low ; ^ 
Upon myself .to heap your weal and woe ; 
Wide as your range my eirele to extend, 
And, like yourself, be blasted at the end. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Believe me, wlio, for many thousand years, 

Have ehamp'd the bread for bitterness detested, 

None, from their eradles to their biers, 

The sour old leaven e'er digested. 

****** 

I thought the burthen of the song, 
That time is short, and art is long, ^ 
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Had urged you to ponue instraetioii, 
. By reasoning, logie^ and induedon. 
I deem'd some poet your ally, 

With genius ever on its mettle^ 
Eaeh more resplendent quality 

Upon your honour'd head to settle : 
The stag's 8wift foot, the lion's boldness^ 
Italian fire, and German eoldness. 
I thought the bard had told us how your mind 
Gunning and magnanimity eombined : 
And how, when youth's warm impulse drove, 
On system you eould fall in love. 
If in my travels I should ehanee to see 
A man like this, the world's epitomd, 
I should turn godfather, and give the name 
Of ]\Ir. Mieroeosm to the same. 

FAU8T. 

What am I then, if I may not attain 
The erown we gaze at from afar ; 
Whieh all desire, and most in vain ? 
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MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

You are at last what now you are : 
Assume a wig of thirty thousand ties^ 
And boot-heels longer than your legs and thighs^ 

You are at length what now you are. 

FAUST. 

Too well I feel it : all the mental store 

Of truth and wisdom I have toil'd to win, ^ 

Virtue have spent ; and, when my task was o'er, ^ 
For all I lavish*d none has enter'd in. i 

I am not now a hair's-breadth higher, v 

Nor to my great Greator nigher. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My friend, you take the gloomy view 
Of life, whieh men are wont to do. 
We should arrange our little day, 
Before its joys are past away. 

PAUST. 

How shall we, then, begin ? 
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MKPHISTOPHELEH. 

The world to see, 
This dungeon leave, and wander forth with me. 
Wliy, what a life is this, with vaiii diseoiirse 
To leeture pupils till your throat is hoarse ! 
To see your leaming sow its chaff, 
And thrash its straw, I needs must laugh. 
E'en to the fool8 who erowd to eoUege^ 
You hardly dare irapart your knowledge, 
Wliieh one is waiting now to share. 

PAUST. 

I eannot see the youth to-day. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Poor youth, he freezes on the stair, 
And must not thus be sent away. 
Give me your gown : in masquerade 
Your part by me shall soon be play'd. 
Trust my invention not to shame the mask ; 
A quarter of an hour is all I ask. 

[//e dif:ginses himsel/, and Paust reiires. 




FAUST. 103 

Despise me oiily wisdom*s plan^ ^ 

The highest attribute of man. 

Let reason turn from truth, to stare ^ 

On falsehood's light, and magic*s glare. 

Without eondition thou art mine. 

Poor earth-worm ! he was born possessing 
A spirit ever forward pressing^ ; ^ 

And overleaping nature's line. ' 

Him will I drag through wildest seenes^ 

Whose very meaning nothing means. 

The food he craves shall meet his eye, 

And brush his lip, yet leave it dry ; 

Till, e'en without his seal and sign^ 

Beyond redemption, he were mine. 

Enter a $cholar. 

SCHOLAR. 

With patienee I have waited here, 
And full of reverence draw near, ^ 
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To ^n tb^ We, «nd lemm mj Greek of 
A nMn whom all with bonoiir apeak of. 

MBPHISTOPHELB8. 

YiHir aHirtesT delights me mueh : 

ViHi T«ee but one af many soeh. 

lldLTr vou addms'd TOQrself daewhere ? 

9GHOLAB. 

1 {>niy you, take me to your eare. 
I i>Hne with eoon^ firesh and good, 
A purse well till^d, and Toathful blood. 
My niother long my wish resisted, 
But 1 . for leaming*s sake, insisted. 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

^'ou seek at least her proper plaoe. 

SeHOLAB. 

Aud yet my steps I eould retraoe. 
These walls and eloisters^ void of trees, 
In auy sort must fail to please. 
Within small bounds^ with nothing green^ 
Where searee a sunbeam peeps between ; 
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'Mid halls so gloomy^ walls so thiek^ 

My hearing^ sight^ and thought are siek. v 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Praetiee and eustom reeoneile 
The tenant to the gloomy pile. 
The ehild^ at iirst, rejects the breast, 
But after takes to it with zest. 
And so the kindly milk unto^ 
Of Wisdom's mother-breast, will you. 

senoLAR. 
Sir, from your neek I shall with joy depend— 
Instruet me how I may attain my end. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Before we start, you must explain. 
What faculty you would attain. 

SOHOLAR. 

I wish to be well fill'd with learning, 
And would eommenee by first diseeming 
What was, and is, in heaven and earth, ^ 
From ehaos and ereation's birth. 
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JlEPU18TOPHf LB8. 

Keep 011 thi« path, you eaimot fiul ; 
But miiRt not yield to dissipation. 

8CHOLAR. 

I will attaek it tooth and nail, 

Yet fain would beg a slight eessation — 
.\ little pastime, at the least^ 
On any holiday or fea8t. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Waste not your time^ it speeds so {ast away ; 
Yet order teaehes you to save the day. 
For this, read logie's simple rules, 
The dialeetie of the sehools^ 
This, if well read in all its branehes^ 
Will throw the mind upon its haunehes ; 
In Spanish boots so truss and gird it^ 
Thrtt eitill, while those who never heard it, 
Are wandering from their proper eourse, 
It makes us keep the road by force ; 
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And nothing zigzag, erook'd, or eross, 
Can lead us to our eertain loss. 
Eaeh day it teaehes something new. 
Thus, what you thought at onee to do, 
Only at thriee perform*d you see, 
With separate motions, one, two, three. 
'Tis with the web of human thought, ^ 
As with the web by weavers wrought ; *- 
One step a thousand threads deeides ; 
And while the restless shuttle glides, 
The strand uneeasing twists and twines, 
And one slight toueh the whole eombines. 
But the philosopher — 'tis he 
Who tells you that all this must be ; 
The iirst was so, the seeond so, 
And thus the third and fourth also ; 
And if the iirst and seeond miss'd, 
The third and fourth eould not exist, 
On seholars all this makes impression, 
Although not weayers by profe8sion. 
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The man who would deseribe or aet, 

His subject's spirit must extract : 

'Tis then he has the parts in hand. 

'Tis true he wants the general band. 

The ehemist ealls it nature's eneheiresis, 

And searee knows why,although the name AromGreeoe is . 

SOHOLAR. 

I iind your meaning seareely plain. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh ! that will follow in the train, 
When you have studied to reduee, 
And classify it all for use. 

SGHOLAR. 

Within my brain it makes a sound, 
Like fifty mill wheels whirling round. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All this you first embraee, and next 
Must metaphysies form your text, 
Thoughts firmly to digest and seize, 
With whieh the brain the least agrees : 
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For all that penetrates the head^ 

Or does not, words will serve instead. 

But, chief, for this half year, take eare 

To minute time in order fair. 

Five hours a day, to study well, 

Be ready with the earliest bell. 

Be for the leeture well prepared, 

With book smooth'd down, and paper squared. 

Then may you know that nought is said, 

Whieh in the book may not be read : 

Yet, while you listen, mind your writing, 

As if the spirit were inditing. 

SGHOLAR. 

You shall not wish to twiee impress on 
My heart the need to write my lesson. 
With comfort great we earry baek 
All we have fix*d in white and blaek. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yet fix upon a faculty. 
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SGHOLAR. 

To law I am unwilling to apply. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I understand your feeling8 in the ease : 

Truly, this study has but little graee. 

Like a long siekness^ neyer healing, 

From age to age the laws are stealing. 

They drag their lazy length £rom plaee to plaee, 

And slink unseen from raee to raee : 

They ehange the names of rhyme and reason, 

Call madness sense, and wisdom treason -, 

And make no question of the native right, 

Whieh nature gave us when we eame to light. 

SGHOLAR. 

My horror grows from what you preaeh : 
How happy he who hears you teaeh ! 
Theology, methinks, were in my way. 

^ MEPHISTOPHELES. 

\ I would not wish to lead your mind astray. 
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I searee ean reeommend it or its works : 
It is so hard to take the proper line : 
Beneath so mueh dark venom lurks, 
» It bears small diATerenee from medieine. 
The happiest he who by the word abides, ^ 

That leads him straight where eertainty resides, *- 
And everlasting truth is found. _3 

senoLAR. 
Yet an idea should wait upon the sound. 

• MKPUISTOPHELES. 

Good ; but for this we should not be too eager ; 
For, where the sense is most exceeding meagre, 
Words, to supply its plaee, may still abound. 
With words we quarrel and debate, 
A system build, or guide a state. 

SeHOLAR. 

Too long, I fear, my words are spun— 
One qu£Stion more, and I have done. 
O'er leaming's ample field to run </ 
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Three years^ God kmows^ are but too few : 
A sentenee is enougli from you. 
On medieine I would fain receive 
One hint, before I take my leave. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This jargon now beeomes an evil^ \^A$ide, 

And I^ onee more^ must play the devil. 

This is an art the easiest to seize. [^Aloud. 

Study the greater world^ and then the smaD^ 
To let them run their eourses after all^ 

As Heaven shall please. 
In vain at leaming's empty form you snateh : 

Eaeh leams what leam he ean — 
He who the favouring tide ean catch> 

Is still the wisest man. 
You are well made, in form and limb, 

And have self-confidence besides — 
The world will ever trust in him 

Who in himself confides. 
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First leam the f emales to alliire : 

The wi^e man knows 

Their ahs I and ohs ! 
A thousand different ways to eure. 
But half the way contrive to eome^ 
You haye the rest beneath your thumb. 
For every thing you wish confest^ 
A doetor's title is the best. 
He sees their tongue^ their pulse he tries^ 
Inspeets unchecVd their yery eyes ; 
And puts his arm around their waist> 
To see how tight the same is laeed. 

senoLAR. 
Should we not leam our eases to apply P 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Grey with old age, my friend, is theory, ^ 
And green the leaf on leaming's liying tree. 

SGHOLAR. 

I swear your leeture is a dream to me. 

May I then hope to visit you again^ 

A deeper draught of wisdom here to drain ? v/ 

V0L. I. I 
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MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

As for as it extends^ eommand my art. 

SGHOLAR. 

And yet I eannot possibly depart 

Till I have shown my album^ to engage 

Your kindness with a line to graee the page. 

MEPHI8T0PHELE8. 

'Tis well. \_He 'mites a line, and returm the book, 

SGHOLAR (reads), 
>} Eritis sient Deus^ seientes bonum et malum. 

[^Botos low, and departs, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Follow but this^ and my old aunt^ the snake^ 
You gain a wish for whieh your heart shall aehe. 

Enter Faust. 

PAUST. 

Where are we bound ? 

MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

To see the world we sail^ 
So please you^ on its small and greater seale : 
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While distant lands we revel through^ 
Pleasure and protit will aeerue. 

PAUST. 

Yet, ere we mix in life refined, 
I would this beard were left behind. 
The world I never yet eould face, ^ 
And now shall meet with sure disgraee ; 
From converse I shall long to fly, 
Shall feel embarrass'd, slow, and shy. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All that you want, my friend, the world will give ; 
Trust in yourself, and you have leamt to live. 

PAUST. 

An equipage we still must find : 

Where is the earriage, where the steed ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Our mantles, spread before the wind, 
Are all sueh fellow-travellers need. 
No eommon wants our speed abate, 
Our luggage is not over weight. 
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A wild-iire spark I now prepare, 
To shoot us whizzing through the air. 
No obstaeles our magie eourse annoy — 
Before you life e^pands — I wish you joy ! 
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Anerbaelis Gellar, in Leipzig» 
CiTizENS earousing, 

FROSCH. 

Will none earouse ?— mysel^, for one, 
Will grin with any mother's son ! 
As damp and flat you sit t<^ther^ 
As dunghill straw in rainy weather. 

BRANDER. 

The fault 's your own, for you eontribute nought- 
No foolish aetion — not a beastly thought. 

FRoscH (pours a glass ofwine on his head), 
Take both then. 

BRANDER. 

Swinish lump of ill ! 

FROSCH. 

You press'd me, and would have your will. 
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9IEBCL. 

Fi«r him who ^uairelH, see the door. 
A M>ng ! — and let the ehorus itMur ! 

ALTMATEK. 

In Diere}' !»t<>pt ere those that bore us 
Start fruin their eoAins^ at the ehorus. 

SIEBEL. 

W'heu on our heads it brings the oeiling^ 

The ba8e begin.H to show its ieeling. HSings 

The lovelv, holv Romish realm, 
How fa8t it holds t(^ther — 

BRANDER. 

Out on his ^wlities, a filthy song. 

Enter Fau8t and MEPHiSTOPHELr:». 

MEPOISTOPHELES. 

Your visit first shall be to-day 
Amid the jovial and the gay ; 
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Sworn reyellers, who obsenre a feast 
Seven days within the week at least. 
With little wit, but mighty sound^ 
£ach in his narrow sphere goes round^ 
Like kittens sporting with their tail. 
Unless a head-aehe makes them pale^ 
Long as their landlord seores assent^ 
They still are ruddy and eontent. 

BRANDER {obsermng faust and mephistopheles). 
Their dress and manners both deelare 
Two travellers :' sueh their mien and air. 
Presh from the jolting of the road^ 
Our Leipzig is not their abode. 

FROSCH. 

Right : by a eertain graee and nameless tone^ 
Like Paris^ Leipzig makes her ehildren known. 

SIEBEL* 

What think you that this pair may be } ^ 

FROSCH. 

Let me have at them^ hand to fist. 
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With half a glass I let yoa aee, 

And learn their history aa you list. 
To noble blood I reekoa them allied^ 
Kor tliey look haughty and di88ati8fied. 

MEPHI8TOPHBLE8 {to FAU8t). 

The iMHiple never think the devil near, 
E'en when he has them by the ear. 

FAU$T. 

Your 8ervanty gentlemen. 

SIEBEL. 

The same to you. 
[^Aside, seeing Mephistophbles. 
What has that game-legg'd varlet here to do ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

May \ve have liberty with you to sit ? 

Good wine^ 'tis true^ we eannot have ; but wit^ 

Mirth, and soeiety, at least^ we ean. 

ADTMAYER. 

You seem a very easy gentleman. 
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MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

I thought^ as I was hastening here^ 
Some praetised yoiees met my ear, 
And sure the vaulted eeiling o'er ns 
Would eeho sweetly to the ehorus. 

FROSCH. 

No doubt you are a virtuoso. 

MEPHI8TOPHELES. 

No; my delight is great, my voice but so so. 

ALTMATER. 

Give us a song. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

So please you to allow — 

SIEBEL. 

Only sing something never heard till now. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We are but lately eome from Spain^ 

The land where wine inspires the strain. ISings. 
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r{)on a time there liyed a king, 

Tlii8 king he had a flea ; 
So mueh he loved the little thing, 

That like his son was he. 
His tailor he beseeehes^ 

The tailor to him goes^ 
Xow measure my flea for breeehes, 

And measure him for hose. 

In satin and in laees, 

Straitway this flea was drest ; 
II e had buekles to his braees, 

And a eross upon his breast. 
Ile govern*d then the nation^ 

With a star his eoat to graee, 
And he gave eaeh poor relation 

A pension or a plaee. 

He set the ladies scoffing, 
The lords were sore distrest^ 
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The queen too^ and the dauphin^ 
Gould neither eat nor rest ; 

And yet they dared not stiAe 
And erush the flea outright ; 

We reekon it but a trifle 
To erush one if he bite. 



CHORUS. 

We reekon it, &c. &c. 

« « « « 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To make my humble eflbrts better pass, 
Were your wine better, I eould drink a glass. 

SIEBEL. 

The wine is good enough for you to swill. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Did I not fear our host would take it ill, 

To guests like you the best I would have shown^ 

Out of a private eellar of my own. 
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SIEBEL. 

Only produee it : I will take the blame. 

FROSCH. 

Let it be good^ and I will raise its fame ; 

Only no seanty samples. Old or new, 

To give a judgment just and true 

I must both wet my mouth and wet it through. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Bring me a gimblet. 

BRANDER. 

• What with that to bore ? 
Your easks are hardly waiting at the door. 

' MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Tell me what wine you wish me to supply. 

FR0SCH. 

How say you, have you sueh variety ? 

If mine the ehoiee, then Rhenish let it be : 

My eountry's produee is the wine for me. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

{lores a hole in the tahle mih a gimb/ei), 
A little wax the apertnre to ^x, 

ALTMAYER. 

Ah ! these are haekneyed eoiyurors' trieks. 

MEPHI8T0PHELES (tO BRANDER^. 

And you.^ 

BRANDER. 

My voice is for ehampagne, 
And let it fi:oth and foam again. 

SIEBEL. 

The sour I own my palate may not suit, 
I love to taste the sweetness of the fruit. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Tokay shall flow for you. 

\_The holes being all bored, he repeats asfolioijos, 
toith antie gestures. 
Grapes on the vinestick^ juice fi:om the wood^ 
The timber is dry^ and the wine is good. 
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The wine is juicy, the wood is dry, 
And the table as well ean wine supply. 
Nature is wonderlul, seareh her through, 
Here is a miraele — think it true. 
Now draw the eorks, and driiik your fiU. 

ALL. 

O wondrous spring ! surpassing rill ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Be careful not a drop to spill. 

ALL {singing). 
It makes our eannibal hearts rejoice, 
Like fifteeu hundred swine. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Their spirits rise — how spritely now it makes them. 

PAUST. 

It makes me long to haste away. 

MBPniSTOPHELES. 

First, see how, when the bestial fit o'ertakes tl^em, 
Their polish'd nature will itself display. 
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SIBBEL. 

(Jirinhseagerly,andspillsthevoinef'vchichturnstojlame), 
Help ! help ! — the iire from hell was sent ! 
MEPHisTOPHELEs {to the flame), 
Bc quiet^ friendly element. 
'Twas a mere squib, no reason for your fear. 

SIEBEL. 

A squib ! you juggler ! you shall pay it dear — 
You think us fool8 ; we must be better known. 

FROSCH. 

'Twere best for him to let his squibs alone. 

ALTMAYER. 

I think I felt him gently brush my side. 

SIEBEL. 

What ! will he, then, again among us glide^ 
Our beards to burn — our threats to brave .^ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Be still ! old wine eask. 

SIEBEL. 

Juggling knaye ! 

t 
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You are retuming to your trieks again ; 
But wait^ and eudgels on your baek sliall rain ! 

altmayje:r. 
(draws one qfthe stoppers, andfire eomes out)* 
I bum. 

SIEBEL. 

'Tis magie ! and he keeps aloof. 
Thrust home eold iron — he is bullet-proof ! 

[They drau) their knwes^ and run on him. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

False word and air 
Ohange the how and where : 
Be here and there ! 

[ Thei/ remain astonished, and stare at one 
another, 

ALTMAYER. 

Where am I ?-^what a lovely land ! 

FR0SCH. 

Yineyards !— do I see them right } 
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SIEBEL. 

And grapes that eourt the hand. 

'BRANDER. 

Beneath these leayes how thiek they muster ! 
See what a stem^ and what a eluster. 

[^He seizes Siebel bi/ the nose and lifts his knife, 
the others do the same hy one another, 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Falsehood, loose, and leave their eyes. 

See the devil how he flies ! \^Vanishes tmth Faust. 

SIEBEL. 

Was it your nose that grew so fair ? 

BBANDER. 

Is it for yours my knife is bare ? 

ALTMAYER. 

It was a blow that went through all my limbs ; 
Bring a ehair quickly^ for my forehead swims. 

PROSGH. 

Now tell me true, what is the rout ? 

YOL. I. K 
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SIEBEL. 

Where is he? If I find him out^ 
In vain for merey he shall ask. 

ALTMAYEH. 

I saw him riding on a eask^ 

Out at the eellar door. 
I feel as lead werfe in my feet. 

How ! will the wine then flow no more ? 

SIEBEL. 

All was delusion and deeeit. 

FR0SCH. 

And yet I thought the wine went down my throet. 

SIEBEL. 

The yineyard too : how did that eheat our eyes ? 

ALTMAYER. 

'Tis very strange ; and those must ehange their note 
Who say that Nature has no prodigies. 
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The WiTOHEs* Kitehen. 

A great ealdron is boiling on ajire, tvhich is seen 
blazing on a loxv hearth. In the smoke that rises 
Jrom it various Jigures are aseending, A Meer^ 
katze (an animal between a eat and a monkey) sits 
hy the ealdron, sHmming it so that it may not boil 
over, The maley uoith hisjamily, is tioarming him- 
self. The walls and roof are hung roiind xvith all 
the strange andjantastic apparatus of witchcrqft. 



Faust and M£phistopheles. 



FAUST. 

111 with my soul these hellish seenes aeeord : 
The joy you promised ean these walls afford ? 
This waste of witchcraft and of devilry ? 
If for a beldam's eounsel here I came> 
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Say, will her brewage and her eookery 

Abstraet some thirty winters £rom my frame ? 
Aks ! if these are all the arts you know, 
My hopes of youth already I forego. 
Could not kind Nature, and a being like you, 
Some other means contrive, some balsam brew ? 

MEPHISTOPnELES. 

Oh ! if for other means you look, 

No doubt they may be read ; 
But in another wond'rous book, 

Under another head. 

FAUST. 

Explain them. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Life and health to have and hold 
Without the aid of magie^ drugs, or gold. 
To yonder iield, upon your baek 
Bear me a pick-axe, dig and haek. 
Then make the field your model, keep your senses, 
Like what you till in hurdles and in fences. 



FAUST. 138 

Feed^ do as your assoeiate eattle do> 

And ehew the eud with those the eud who ehew. 

Aet thus, without disease or fear, 

You searee ean fail to reaeh your eightieth year. 

PAUST. 

This will not do : I was not made 

The plough to guide, or wield the spade. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then, after all, the witeh must be your aid. 

PAUST. 

Why must the witeh the draught distil ? 
Why might not you prepare the drink ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That were a pretty way my time to iill, 
In half the lapse I eould perform more ill 

Than all the raee of man eould think. 
Knowledge will not perform the eharm alone ; ^ 
A greater virtue, patienee, must be shown. 

If its ingredients you should sift. 
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So strange tliey are^ you might be loth to take it ; 

The reeipe was in the deyil's gift, 
And yet the devil may not mix nor make it. 

[^Seeing t/te Meerhalzen. 
See, what a eharming eouple this ; 
Here is the master, here the miss. [ To thenu 

It seems your mistress is abroad. 

THE MONKEY CATS. 

The old sinner 
Gone out to dinner^ 
Up the ehimney. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

IIow long, pray^ is she wont to roam ? 

MONKEY CATS. 

Long as we warm our paws at home. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What think you of this gentle pair ? 

PAUST. 

])ull and absurd. I hope the breed is rare. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I find with animals of sueh a mold 
Exactly the diseourse I love to hold. 

THE MALE {rubs up agaiust M£PHIST0PHELES)« 
Oh ! throw but the die, 
And let me but try 
To win on the eard^ 
For my lot is but hard^ 
And wisdom is sold ; 

I eould buy it with penee, 
And if I had gold^ 

Then I should have sense. 
mephistopheles. 
How happy were the brute if it were able 
To punt a little at the faro table ! 

[The young ones have meanwhile been playing 
Moith a large^globe^ tohieh they rollto thefront, 
the male. 
This is the earth 
Whieh sinee its birth 
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£ver goes round. 
When my foot shakes it^ 

Like glass its sound. 
Pray how soon breaks it ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What would you with the sieve ? 

THE MALE. 

If you eame here to thieve, 
It would show why you eame. 

IHe riins to the /emale, and make» her 
look through it» 
Now see through the sieve 
If he eame here to thieve, 
And tell me his name. 

MERHISTOPHELES. 

What means the pot ? 

THE MONKEY CAJS. 

The ignorant sot^ 
He knows not the pot^ 
He knows not the kettle. 
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MEPHI6T0PHELES. 

Uneourteous of speeeh. 

THE MALE. 

Take the fan, I beseeeh, 
And sit in the settle. 
[^He obliges Mephistopheles to sit down. 
PAUsr. 
{He has during this tinie been gazing at a mirror, 
sometimes approaehingittSometimes retiringfrom it), 
What form of more than female graee and hue 

Within this magie mirror meets my eyes ? 
Love, lend thy swiftest pinions to pursue 

That gentle shape, and win her ere she flies. 
Still as that form to near inspeetion lures, 
A mist surrounds it, and a eloud obseures. 
Still through that mist I sean the features there, 
And madly ask, is woman's fonn so hir ? 

mephistopheles. 
It is : gaze on it at your leisure, 
I think I know of sueh a treasore ; 
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And if sueh joy it giyes her fonn to sean^ 

Then sure her bridegroom is a happy man 

[|Faust stUl gazes at the mirror, Mephi- 
STOPHELES stretehes himself out in the 
arm-ehair, andplaystioith thefan, 

How like a sultan on his throne of state I sit me down ! 

This fan my seeptre represents^ I only want my ero^. 

FAU8T. 

My head begins to swim, my breast to burn ! 
Quick ! let us henee^ that I may eease to dream ! 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

By ineidents like this at least we leam^ 
That poets are not quite the fools they seem. 

\jrhe kettie, whieh the eats have negleeted, be^ 
gins to boil over: it takesjire, and blazes up the 
ehimney. The Witgh eomes dotnn hatxHng 
and shrieking through thejlanie. 
witch. 
Ough ! ough ! ough ! ough ! 
Infernal helleat ! eursed sow ! 



FAUST. 
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Gurse on the eareless brutes^ to allow 
The pot to boil over, and singe me now ! 

\_Seeing Faust and Mephistopheles. 
Who have we here ? 
And who are you ? 
How dared y.e appear ? 
What would ye do ? 
The fire pain 
In your bones and brain. 
\_She takes the ladle and sprinkles fire at Faust, 
Mephistopheles^ and the Cats. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The same to you, 
In your heart and liver, 

In two and two 
Your glasses I shiver. 

They do but ring 
By note and by rule, 

And the tune they sing 
Is your own^ you old fool. 
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[^He brandishes thefany and hredks thepots and 
gliisses, 
Look at me^ skeleton — abomination ! 

Your aneient lord and master learn to know. 
What stops my dealing out annihilation 

To you and all your helleats at a blow ? 
Is not my dress eorreet, my waisteoat red, 
And the eoek's feather planted on my head ? 
Was not my face of old the same^ 
And must I give myself a name ? 

WITCH. 

Merey, forgive if I received you ill, 
And yetl:he horse's hoof is wanting still ; 
And the two ravens who eomposed your train. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

It is so long sinee we have met, 

I ean forgive your rudeness and forget ; 

Take heed you err not so again. 

Gulture, whieh renders man less like an ape, 

Has also liek'd the devil into shape. 
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The northern phantom has withdrawn his homs^ 
And tail and elaws alike the devil seoms. 
Mj hoof, with whieh I eannot well dispense, 

Might scandalize, so, not to work by halyes, 
I hide it, and,^like many a man of sense, 

For many a year have worn false calves. 

WITGH. 

I lose my wits and reason, elean and elear, 
For joy to see my favourite Satan here. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Pray blink that title, leam to take a hint — 
'Tis long sinee Satan's name was out of print. 

WITOH. 

How has your good old name offended ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Of story-books it long has graeed the page. 
But men, in all that time, have little mended : 

Vice has remain'd the same from age to age. 
80, by the herald's aid, I ehange my plan, 
Blazon my eoat, and tura a gentleman. - ^ 
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WITCH. 

Now, sirs, infonn me, ean I be of use ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We want a goblet of the well-known juice. 
But for the very oldest I must ask ; 

For tirae, you know, its power sublimes. 

WITGH. 

Oh ! surely ; I have got a proper flask, 

From whieh I sip myself at times. 
This with ehoiee friends alone was ever shared, 

No mustiness has spoil'd its power. 
Yet if this man should drink it unprepared^ {^Aside, 

You know he eannot live an hour. 

MEPHISTOPHKLEd. 

He is a friend : the broth of hell 

Doubt not will turn to wholesome ehyle with him. 
Deseribe your eirele, speak your spell^ 

And fill your goblet to the brim. 
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{The WiTGH drauos a eireie, and plaeea in It 
various strange artieles. In ihe meantitne the 
glasses begin to ring, andthe kettle to sound toith 
musieal tones : at last she produees a great 
hook; the Monkey Gats present their baeks 
for a reading'desk, Ske bids Faust approaeh . 

TAUST. 

Now tell me whither this may tend — 
I wish the mummery at an end. 
I know, and execrate enough, 
Her gestures and her juggling stuff. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Tis but to laugh at. Why so niee ? 
Rules in all airts must be obeyed. 
You know that when physieians give advice, 
Some hoeus poeus must be made. 

THB wiTGH (dedaims with great emphasis). 
From one take ten, 
So say amen ! 
Then earry two. 
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From three take twenty, 

Then you have plenty. 

Six makes a hiteh — 

So says the witeh ! 

For nine is one, 

And ten is none — , 

That is the witeh's onee go one. 

TAUST. 

I think the beldam preaehes in a feyer. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

While £rom that book she reads^ it will not leare her. 
I know it well^ the same through all its pages. 

I used to waste my leisure with its fictions ; 

For all sueh round and perfect eontradietions 
Remain a seeret both for fools and sages. 
The same^ my friend, has long been done, 
By one and three^ and three and one. 
We long have known, by terms and syllogism^ 
To spread the mists of error and of sehism. 
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Must we teaeh eomprehension to the fbols 
For whom we use the language of the sehools ? 
We give them words, eannot they be eontent ? 
Must they still be inquiring what was meant ? 
THB wiTGH {proeeeds/rom the book), 
The glorious light 
Of leaming bright^ 
From all ereation hidden : 
To him 'tis brought^ 
Who takes no thought^ 
Unsought for, and unbidden. 

PAUST. 

What frenzied nonsense is she pouring out ? 

I think my sense will break its tether : 
It sounds to me as if a rabble-rout 

Of half a million idiots spoke together. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Enough ! enough^ enehantress ! give the eup^ 
And^ bubbling to the surface^ fill it up. 

V0L. I. L 
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No danger to my friend shall follow — 
He is a man of most eapaeious swallow. 

[^The WiTCH, mth many eeremonies, presents 
the eup; as Paust setsit to his mouth, it hurns 
up with a lightflame. 
Now drain the goblet^ fear no evil, 

'Twill eheer you to your heart's desire : 
Can you^ who thou and thee the deyil^ 
Like a mere mortal shrink from fire ? 
Now quick^ away, you should not let it free2e. 

WITGH. 

May the draught put you in a right eondition ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If aught^ old lady^ I ean do to please^ 

Upon the Bloeksberg bring me your petition. 

[ Jb Fau8t. 
Come quickly forth^ or you will be too late ; 
You should perspire, to let it penetrate. 

PAUST. 

Yet let me gaze one moment in the glass— 
That form was surely of the sky. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No : soon a model for the fair shall pass^ 

In more substantial grace> before your eye. 
So primed an Helen you shall greet [^Aside, 

In every female form you meet. 



t2 
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A Street 
Faust and Marg aret passing aeross. 

FAU8T. 

Say, loveliest lady ! may I dare 
Propose my arm to one so fair } 

MARGARET. 

I am neither a lady nor what you say, 

And without your guidanee ean find my way. 

FAU8T. 

By heaven ! this ehild in face and mien 
Was sueh as I have seldom seen ; 
So graceful in her virtuous pride, 
A little snappish too beside. 
That eheek and lip of red so pure 
Long in my memory shall endure ! 
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And when to earth her glanee she threw 

She piereed my easy bosom too. 

As, with her gown held up, she fled, 

That ^vell-tiirn'd ankle well might turn one's head ! 



Enter Mephistopheles. 
Hear ! you must win her : — no delay ! {^To him. 

MEPUISTOPHELES. 

Win whom ? 

PAUST. 

But now she past this way. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh ! her. The priest to whom she eame to pray 

Absolved her free £rom sin and guile ; 

I listen'd by his ehair the while. 

The monk eould seareely send her thenee 

More perfect in her innoeenee. 

Sueh are beyond my mischief 's sphere. 
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PAUST. 

Yet she has reaeh'd her fifteenth year. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You speak in Mr. Wilfiill's tone ; 

Who, as he walk'd the garden, thought 
The Aowers were made for him alone. 

And 90 mueh mischief there he wrought- 
But eheek the speed with whieh you run. 

TAUST. 

Pray, Mr. Check-my-speed, have done, 
Quoting your saws and maxims eleyer ; 

And more to tell you I make bold, 

Unless, ere midnight's beU has toU'd, - 

That beauty in my arms I hold, 

We part at twelve — and part for ever. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Think of the nature of the ease ; 
I ask, at least, a fortnight's spaee, 
The slightest opening to seeure. 
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PAUST. 

Had I seven hours to seek the maid^ 
I should not want the deyil's aid^ 
Her simple virtue to allure. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

You talk this like a Frenchman born. 

Let not my hints awake your seom. 

Why seek to gain what you affect 

By paths so simple and direet ? 

The joy is not so great by fiir 

As when^ in spite of bolt and bar^ 

Above, around her, and below, 

By praetiee you have leamt to go ; 

Have sometimes stoop'd^ and sometimes mounted^ 

As in Italian tales reeounted. 

FAU8T. 

Without all this I crave and would obtain. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My waming must be elear and plain. 
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This fort, 'tis not the devil's fiault^ 
May not be taken by assault : 
We eannot beat the bulwarks down, 
And so must parley with the town. 

PAUST. 

Then bear me to her plaee of rest, 
Bring me the kerchief from her breast- 
A keepsake bring, whate'er it be — • 
A laee — the garter irom her knee. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That you may see how I submit 
To wateh and tend you in your fit, 
This very night you shall be led 
Within her ehamber, to her bed. 

PAUST. 

And see her — elasp her ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Not at all. 
Upon a friend she means to eall ; 
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In the meanwhile you take yoar station, 
And feed yourselT on expectation. 

FAU8T. 

May we go now ? 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

It is too soon ; not yet. 

FAU8T. 

Seek me some gift> some jewel riehly set. 

[Faust departs. 

MBPHISTOPHELSS. 

Presents so soon ! — he 'U not be long in wooing. 

I know of many a hidden eloset^ 

And many a miser's old deposit ; 
Sueh I must set about pursuing. 
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A small and neat Apartment, 

MARGARET (piaiting and hinding up her kair). 
I would give something to diseorer 
Who 'twas that spoke so like a lover. 
'Tis sure he had a mien and face 
Whieh spoke him of a noble raee. 
That from his very look I told — 
Besides, he would not else have been so bold. 

[^She goes in. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (tO FAUST). 

Come in, but softly ply your feet. 

FAUST. 

Leave me alone^ I do entreat. 

MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

Few maidens' ehambers are so neat. 
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PAU8T. 

Sweet dimness of the saered room, 
I hail thy ehaste and sober gloom ! 
I feel the breeze of mental health^ 

Where eahn eontent and order dwell : 
The fiilness of the poor man's wealth, 

The freedom of his prison-eell ! 

[^Throxvs himselfinto a large ami'ehair, 
Receive, thou friend in joy and sorrow known^ 

A guest unwonted in thy ealm embraee. 
How oft around this patriarehal throne 

Have dung the hopes of many a parent's raee l 
\ How oft at Ghristmas tide of ehildish bliss^ 

Perehanee for gifts that spoke the elosing year^ 
Her own loved lips have printed many a kiss 

On the old hand of him who rested here ! 
Fair one ! I hail the spirit of the place> 
Of deeent neatness, and of order's graee ! 
At whose eommand the spotless doth is spread> 
The dean sand eraddes undemeath thy tread. 
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With sueh a tenant misery Aies the door, 
And watchful angels bless thy humble store. 

« « « «F «F * 

And thou ! — it shakes my soul with fear 

To ask thee, wreteh, what dost thou here } 

Why eamest thou^ Faust ? what makes thy heart so 

sore ? 
Wretehed and lost ! I know thee now no more. v 
Ah ! should she enter, lovely, now, 

How should I then repent my erime : 
How would the devil vail his brow 

Before that form, in innoeenee sublime ! 



Enter Mephistopheles. 
Quick ! quick ! I see her at the door. 

FAU«T. 

Begone yourseH ! for I go henee no more. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Here is a easket for the dame : 
Heavy. No matter whenee it eame. 
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There, put it quick in yonder ehest. 
I Yow you look like one possest. 
Within, a little venture lies, 
To win for you a greater prize. 

PAUST. 

I know not — shall I ? 

MEPHI6T0PHELES. 

Do you ask ? 
Oh ! if you mean to keep the treasure^ 
You might haye done me so mueh pleasure^ 
At least to spare me half my task. 
I did not think you prone to avarice. 

[Faust plaees the easket in a press. 
Now off ! away ! 
To win the beauty in a triee. 
And there you stand^ enwrapt in gloom^ 
As if preparing for a leeture room 
And Physie's form was sianding there, 
With Metaphysie's— lovely pair ! 
Away ! [ They depart. 
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Eriier Margaret^ wiik a Lamp, 

MARGARET. 

What makes it elose and sultry here ? 
Without, the air is fresh and elear. 

[OpeTis the wincioxv. 
I wish my mother's walk and task was o'er ; 
Somehow I feel as ne'er I felt before : 
Through my whole frame there runs a shuddering. 
I am a silly^ foolish^ trembling thing. 

\_She begins to sing, tohile she undresses herself. 

There was a king in Thule 

Was eonstant to the grave ; 
And she who loved him truly 

A goblet to him gave. 

Alike the old man cherish*d 

Her memory and the eup ; 

t 
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And 0% to her who perish'd, 
He fill'd and drank it up. 

Ere death had elosed his pleasures^ 
The states he summon*d all^ 

And portion'd out his treasures^ 
The goblet not withal. 

With all his knights before him 

He feasted royally, 
In the hall of those who bore him, 

In his eastle by the sea. 

With elosing life's emotion, 
He bade the goblet flow — 

Then plunged it in the oeean^ 
A hundred iathom low. 

He saw it Alling^ drinking^ 
And the ealm sea dosing o'er ; 
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His eyes the while were sinking^ 
No drop he e'er drank more. 

\^She opens the ehest, and sees the easket. 
How eame this easket here ? I eannot guess. 
'Tis very eertain that I loek'd the press. 
It sets my euriosity on edge : 
Perhaps my mother keeps it as a pledge 
From one who borrow'd on seeurity. 
At all events there hangs the key, 
And what is in it I shall see. 
Oh^ merey ! 'tis sufficient to astound. 

Jewels and gold ! how I should like to wear them ! 
With stones like these an empress might be erown'd. 

With herwho owns them I eouldwish to share them; 
Just in my ear to wear this ring — 
I should look quite another thing. 
What boots your beauty, maidens, tell ? 
'Tis mighty fine, 'tis very well. 

YOL. I. M 
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Although the men may stop and gaze> 
I hear them pity while they praise ; 
No good 'twill e'er ensure one. 

Gold all pursue ; 

All eourt and woo, 
And marry : — ah, thou poor one ! 
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A publie Walk* Faust in deep thought, 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8 (meeis him), 
By love despised ! by hell's fierce element ! 
Aid me some execratioii to invent. 

FAUST. 

I never saw a eountenanee so fell : 
What is it that you take so bitterly ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. '> 

I eould this moment give myself to hell> 
If hell's ovm master I eould eease to be. 

PAUST. 

What ean it be ? mankind might well be glad 
To see the devil gone so very mad. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But think : the gift for Margaret whieh I brought 
Within his birdlime elaws a priest has eaught. 

m2 
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The ^oolish mother would be peeping, 
And straight she felt a horror ereeping : 
Her nose has long beeome a hook^ 
With snuffling o'er her beads and book, 
And smelling things^ to make it plain 
If they be holy or profane. 
And for the gems^ she knew it well, 
They were not bless'd by book or bell. 
'' My ehild/' says she, " ill-gotten wealth 
Gorrupts the soul*s and-body*s health : 
By offering at our Lady^s shrine 
This gift, we gain her graee divine." 
Poor Margaret look'd a little eross ; 
She did not like to look, perforce, 
Thus in the mouth of a gift-horse. 
" Graeeless/* she said, " he sure is not 
Who brought the gift to sueh a spot.'* 
A priest eame to the mother's need, 
Who understood the jest with speed. 
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He spoke : " Grood mother^ Heaven inspires 
Thy soul to eheek profane desires ! 
The church*s stomaeh never strains 
At lands or jewels, woods or plains ; 
And what she swallows, without question, 
Might give yourself an indigestion. 
The ehureh alone, with ease and health, 
My dears, digests ill-gotten wealth.** 

. FAU8T. 

He lied ! for there are other two : 
A king ean do it, and a Jew ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

He says no more : on ehains and rings, 
Like ehildren on their food, he springs ! 
And makes no more of rubies red 
Than they of nuts and gingerbread. 
Then mueh on Heaven's reward he lied : 
Their very souls were ediiied. 

FAU8T. 

And Margaret ? 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sits in restless mood^ 
And knows not what she would or should ; 
Thinks on the gift whieh eaused her eare^ 
But more on him who plaeed it there. 

PAUST. 

Thinks she on me ? Her grief I share. 
A rieher present quick prepare : 
The iirst was in a eommon way. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh yes ! for you 'tis ehildren's play. 

PAUST. 

The more to gain your master's end, 
Work on her neighbour and her friend. 



lExit. 



' MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With all my heart> sir, sure and soon. 

Sueh loye-siek fools would rout the spheres aboye, 
And make a roeket of the moon, 

For pastime for the fool they loye ! 
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Martha*8 House» 



MARTHA (margaret*s yri&Tu;^) alone. 
Now may my husband be forgiven 
The ill he does in sight of Heaven ! 
Who wanders forth against its law, 
And leaves me on my widow*d straw, 
Devoted, true, in life and limb. 
It was not thus I treated him. 
Perhaps he is dead : oh^ sad eondition ! 
Gould I but see his apparition. 

Enter Margaret. 



margaret. 
Oh ! Martha, Martha ! 
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MARTHA. 

What with me ? 

MAROARET. 

I aknost sink upon my knee. 
Within my elothes-press I discover 
Another easket irom my lover, 
With jewels bright as any star ; 
The first was not so rieh by fer. 

MARTHA. 

Tliis from your mother hide at least> 
Else she eonsigns it to the priest. 

MARGARET. 

Now only see them ! Said I true } 

MARTHA. 

Sure never maid was blest like you. 

MARGARET. 

Alas ! for me 'twould not be meet 
To wear them in the ehureh or street. 

MARTHA. 

To my small mansion you at times shall pass^ 
And dress yourself in these^ by my direetions ; 
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Then walk for half an hour before the glass : 
We have a pleasure in our own reflections. 
And next, some ehanee oeeasion you must seize, 
Some ball or feast, to show them by degrees. 
A braeelet lirst, the pearls may eome the next. 
Your mother we must blind with some pretext. 

MARGAKET. 

Who eould it be that brought the two ? 
He did not work as others do. 

[^A knoek at the door. 
Oh Heaven ! if that should be my mother ! 

MARTHA. 

Come in. Nay, fear not, 'tis another. 

Enter Mephistopheles. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The ladies' pardon I implore^ 

For venturing thus to pass the door. 

[_Retreats resp€CtfullyJrom Margaret. 
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To see a lady here I eame^ 

Arid Sehwerdtlin was the lady's name. 

MARTHA. 

To yisit me ? I am the same. 

MEPHI8TOPHELE6. 

Nay, 'tis enough. You have a guest 
Whose air bespeaks her of the best. 
Por sueh intrusion great my sorrow ; 
M y business I explain to-morrow. 

MARTHA. 

His honour, Margaret^ by this hand, 
Thinks you a lady of the land. 

MARGARET. 

The gentleman is mueh too good : 

I eannot boast of gentle blood. 

These are not mine^ nor ehain nor stone. 

MEPHI6T0PHELES. 

Ah ! beauteous, 'tis not these alone. 
How fair a presenee ! what an eye ! 
It glads me that I need not fly. 
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MARTHA. 

What is your news, sir, may I ask ? 

MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

I would be spared this bitter task. 

The messenger of ill too oft repents. 

Your lord is dead^ and sends his eompliments. 

MARTHA. 

Is dead ! alas^ sweet^ suffering saint ! 
Is dead ! Support me, or I faint. 

MARGABET. 

Despair not thus, my gentle friend. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Hear my sad story to its end. 
In Padua he eame to die, 
And at St. Anthony's doth lie ; 
Service and psakas were sung and said : 
He rests him in his narrow bed. 

MARTHA. 

Is this then all you have to bear ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I bring, besides^ a weighty — prayer. 
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He craves three hundred masses for his soul : 
This you will find a total of the whole. 

MARTnA. 

What, not a single keepsake from the dead ? 

No slight memorial for an injured wife ? 
What every wreteh who labours for his bread^ 

Rather than go without, would part with life ! 

MBPHIST0PHELE8. 

Alas ! his eonseienee grieved him sore, 
But his ill-fortune even more. 

MAROARET. 

How frail is man's estate ! his soul shall share 
All that I have to give, my daily prayer. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You, that bestow your kindness on the dead, 
Are worthier wdth some living man to wed. 

MARGARET. 

Oh ! for a husband 'tis not yet the time. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A lover, then, would eount your youth no erime. 
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Great men there are whom nothing more eould bless 
Than one so lovely to earess. 

MARGARET. 

The eustom is sueh things to shun. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Custom or not, sueh things are done. 

• MARTHA. 

Yet tell me all. 

MEPHISrOPHELES. 

I stood by his bedside ; 
And very like a Christiari man he died. 
" How must I loathe/' he said, " my sinlul life, 
To leave my ehildren, and desert my wife !'* 
(Hefear*d, incon8equence,that nought eould 8ave him.) 
" Oh eould she but forgive me ere I die !'* 

MARTUA (crj/ing), 
Dear, suiTering man ! 'tis long sinee I forgave him. 

MEPUISTOPHELES. 

" But, God knows ! she was more in fault than L" 
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MARTHA. 

He lied ! oh monstrous ! ;with his latest breath. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yes ; it was in the agonies of death. 

I wonder now the more at what I heard. 
Said he, " I had not time to rest my head : 
Ghildren eame first^ 'twas I must find them bread^ 

Bread in the widest meaning of the word : 

I eould not eat my own in peaee and quiet." 

MABTHA. 

Was he to all our passion so untrue 
As to aeeuse his wife and then his diet ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Not 80 : his thoughts were ever tum'd on you. 
" I well remember/* thus he told his tale, 
" When we from Malta's isle had hoisted sail^ 
How for my wife I pray'd with all my might^ 
And straight a Turkish vessel hove in sight. 
It bore great treasures to the Sultan's harem ; 
Enough it was my lot to seize and share 'em." 
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MARTHA. 

Ha ! what^ a treasure ! do you think 'twas hid ? 

MEPHI8TOPHELES. 

Nay, of his wealth he possibly got rid. 

He^ as in Naples onee he promenaded^ 

By a fair gentlewoman was r^arded ; 

And so mueh truth and love she show'd my friend^ 

He bore their tokens to his latter end. 

MARTHA. 

The knave ! the plunderer of his own relations ! 

Gould not our need^ our poverty, 
Check his profane abominations [ , 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Twas therefore, doubtless, that he eame to die. 
Were I a widow, sueh as you, 

I would but rest a twelvemonth ehaste, 
Then look about for something new. 

MARTHA. 

Ah me ! I well may seareh the wide world throngh, 
And not find one like him so graeed. 
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He was a hearty one, that man of mine, 

Only at home he eould not stay — 
Loved stranger women, stranger wine, 

And, worst of all, that eursed play. 

MEPUISTOPHELES. 

Were you and he to ehange to-day, 
He well might find the task as great 
Your vacuum to reinstate. 
Ah ! if on me your thoughts eould fall, 
The ring were ready to yoiir eaU. 

MARTHA. 

Oh, sir ! it pleases you to jest. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now not to linger I were best, 

For she would hold the devil to his word. 

^To Margaret 
Maiden, how is it with your heart ? 

MARGARET. 

I know not, sir, — you make one start. 
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MEPHISTOPHRLES. 

Poor innoeent, how void of art ! 
Ladies^ farewell. 

MARTHA. 

Yet stay, till I have heard 
Some testimony to my husband's fate : 
I eannot aet upon what you relate. 
Let thiiigs in order be, I eease to fret : 
I fain would read his death in the Grazette. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh, you are right : when two appear 
As witnesses, the truth is elear. 
I have a eomrade who shall swear, 
And set all things in order fair. 
Him will I bring. 

MARTHA. 

Say I entreat him. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Should this fair lady like to meet him : 

VOL. I. N 
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He is a paragon^ has trayell'd mueh^ 

A ladies' man^ and you will find him sueh. 

MARGARET. 

Oh ! I should blush before sueh worth. 

MEPHISTOPHGLES. 

Before no king of all the earth. 

MARTHA. 

i 

I Here in the garden he shall make his oath : 

This very evening we expect you both. 
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A Street, 

PAUST {tO MEPHISTOPHELES). 

What speed — how goes it — is it brder'd right } 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Bravo ! I tind you all in Aame^ 

And shortly you will hit your aim : 

She yisits at her neighbour's house to-night. 

A woman fit to bear the honour'd rule 

Of the whole gipsy and proeuress sehooL 

FAUST. 

So far so good. 

MEPHISTOPHKLES. • 

But you your part must bear. 

PAUST. 

In my own eause to labour is but fair. 

n2 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ooniinn a story I have made^ 

As how her husband s limbs are laid 

At Padua^ in a deeent tomb. 

FAUST. 

Fine ! I must travel then almost to Rome. 

MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

Saneta simplieitas ! why stir firom henee ? 
Or know it, only give your evidence. 

FAUST. 

I never heard a seheme so void of sense. 

MEPHISTOPHELESp 

How now ? — your saintship doubts its moral Btness. 
Is this the first time you have borne Mse witness ? 
Have you had pupils ? — ^have you ever given, 
Respeeting every subject, man, earth^ heayen> 
Long strings of words^ whieh you eall definitions ? 
In your own bosom do you not allow 
You were as fit to utter them as now, 
Touehing this man to make your depositions ? 
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FAU8T. 

Liar and sophist ! sueh you must be ever. ^ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

True, were I like yourself — and just as clever ! 
Will truth aiid honour prompt the tale, 
When soon poor Margaret you assail, 
And all your love-sick oaths exhale } 

PAUST. 

And from my heart's eore ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then the rest. 
On eonstaney the tale must run ; 
On love that only burns for one. 
Will that eome straight too from the breast ? 

PAUST. 

No more ! — it will so. If in vain 
I strive, I rage, I raek my brain, 
To find this new sensation*s name, 
Some symbol for the eeaseless flame 
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That buras alike my head and heart, 
Say^ do I aet sueh hellish part ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yet am I right. 

PAUST. 

To eut the matter short, ^ 
And spare at onee my time and lungs^ 
They who support the truth, with simple tongues^ 

That truth the best support. 
1 yield the argument to save my breath, 
Your conversation else would be my death. 
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J Garden, 

Margaret on Paust's arm, Mephistopheles and 
Martha toalking up and down, 

MARGARET. 

Too well I feel it, thus you eondeseend 
Merely to shame me in the end. 
You travell'd-gentlemen are used 

From kindness to put up with all. 
I know you eannot be amused 

With any thing that one like me lets fall. 

FAU8T. 

To hear you speak delights me more 
Than wisdom's words or learning's lore. 

[^He kisses her hand. 
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MAROARET. 

How eould you thus your lips offejid ? 

The softness of this hand mueh toil has marr'd. 
To all things I must needs attend — 

My mother's rule is rather hard. 

[They pas8 to the baek qfthe stage. 

MARTHA {tO MEPHISTOPHELES). 

And you^ kind sir^ set out so soon again } 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Business and duty still impel my eourse. 
Ofiten we leaye a plaee behind with pain^ 
Yet onward must proeeed perforce. 

MARTHA. 

In youth to roam where fbrtune drives, 

May suit you well by land^ or on the waves : 

Yet soon the evil time arrives : 

To slink sad, lonely baehelors to your graves, 

Is a blaek prospeet for your latter lives. 
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MEPHIST0PHELE6. 

Sueh end, with horror, I expect. 

MARTHA. 

Then, worthy sir, in time reflect. 

\They pass baek, as before, 

MARGARET. 

Yes, you are eourteous, kind, and good, 
But then you eome of gentle blood, 
Have many a friend of many a nation, 
And, more than all this, edueation. 

PAUST. 

Dulness, not knowledge, wrinkles oft the brow — 
Folly will often dress at wisdom. 

MARGARET. 

How? 

FAU8T. 

Strange that simplieity should want the sense 
To see the beauty of its innoeenee. 
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MARGARET. 

If sometimes upon me your thoughts should stray^ 
I shall have leisure memory's debt to pay. 

FAUST. 

You are alone then often ? 

MARGARET. 

Night and day. 
Our humble household is but small^ 
And I^ alas ! must look to all. 
We have no maid^ and I may searee avail 

To wake so early and to sleep so late, 
And then my mother is in eaeh detail 

So aeeurate. 
I searee approve these fancies of my mother's, 
And think we might do more than many others. 
My father left us what he had to give, 
A house and garden^ deeent means to live : 
My brother was a soldier bred ; 
One sister, younger than myself;, is dead. 
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I had mueh trouble with the ehild^ 

And yet my love for it my time beguiled. 

* * * * * Ht ^ 

Before its birth my father was no more, 
My mother almost gave it o'er : 
It pined, and then recover'd by degrees ; 
'Twas I must feed it, hold it on my knees ; 
And thus I wateh'd and nursed it, all alone, 
And grew to look upon it as my own. 

PAUST. 

How sweet your task to rear the drooping Aower ! 

MARGARET. 

And yet it eost me many a weary hour : 
And then, besides, to tend the house affairs — 
'Twould weary you to tell you all my eares. 

[^Thei/ eross ovtr. 

MARTHA (fO IIEPHISTOPHELES). 

Indeed 'tis uphill work to teaeh 
You baehelors. Excuse the speeeh 
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MEPHI8T0PHELES. 

Would one like you my steps eonduet^ 
I should be easy to instruet. 

MARTHA. 

Now tell me true, in any plaee or station^ 
Has your heart never felt the least sensation ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A good man's hearth^ the while his wife sits by^ 
Pearls eannot equal^ treasures eannot buy ! 
'Tis thus the proverb says, and so say I. 

MARTHA. 

I mean^ if e'er your heart to love was tending ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I always found the ladies eondeseending. 

MARTHA. 

I mean^ if serious passion fill'd your breast ? • 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

TriAing with ladies is beyond a jest ! 

MARTH \. 

Ah ! vou mistake. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I grieve to be so blind ; 
But this I see — that you are veiy kind. 

[Oross over, 

PAUST. 

Then you forgive my bearing in the street, 
Near the eathedral^ when we ehaneed to meet. 

MARGARET. 

I was surprised and fluster*d; it was new 

To be aeeosted by a man like you. 

What> thought I^ sure he must have seen in me 

Some sign of wantonness, or levity. 

Yet, I confess, I seareely know what eharm 

Arrested me, as I refused your arm. 

[Thei/ make love. 

MARTHA. 

The night draws on. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

True, and we must away. 
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BIARTHA. 

I would invite you here to stay, 

But in an evil neighbourhood we dwell, 

Where nothing suits eaeh gaping fool so well, 

As when negleeting all his own affairs, 

At every body else he stares : 

And thus their talk would be of me and you, 

And of these two. 

Good night ! 
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A Mountain Forest — Roeks and Caves. 

FAUST. 

Spirit of Power ! thou gavest me, gavest me all 

My wishes ask'd : — not vainly hast thou turn'd 

Thy awful eountenanee in fire towards me ! 

Thou gavest me Nature's realms for my dominion^ 

And power to feel and to enjoy the gift. 

Not with mere wonder's glanee my eye was eheated : 

Deep into nature's breast at onee I dived, 

And seann'd it like the bosom of a friend. 

Thou bad'st, in dark array, her living forms / 

Glide by : thou teaehedst me to know my brethren 

In air, in quiet wood, or glassy stream ; 

And when the storm is howling through the forest, 

The storm that strikes the giant pine to earth ; 

While many a branehy neighbour shares the ruin, 

And roeks give baek the erash, and the rebound ; 
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Enter Mephistopheles. 

Has not your hennitship bemused your fill ? 

How ean the lonely freak so long endure ? 
Give it a deeent trial if you will — 

By this time something new might well allure. 

FAUST. 

I wish you some more laudable employment^ 
Than to disturb my instants of enjoyment. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh ! I shall leave your hermitship alone> 
Yet think you well might take a lighter tone ; 
There is not mueh to lose in sueh a mate^ 
So unpolite and so diseonsolate. 
'Tis hard to reekon when to interpose — 
The devil eannot read it in your nose. 

PAUST. 

Oh ! that is just his way : he first annoys^ 
Then would be thank'd for blasting all my joys. 

V0L. I. o 
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MEPHIST0PHELE8. 

Poor son of earth ! and were I not so kind^ 
How would your sad exi8tence be endured ? 

Why thus, where nature's features seowl, 
Dispute his mansion with the owl? 
Why, like the erawling worm, or beetle, live 
On what the dripping roek or moss ean give ? 
A pleasant way the time to kill : 
The doetor hangs about you still. 

PAUST. 

Gouldst thou conoeive, when thy inventions fiail, 
What health £rom sueh wild wanderings I inhale ; 
Gouldst thou but feel it — in sueh hour as this 
Thou wert not fiend enough to grudge my bliBs ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A more than earthly bliss, 'tis true, 
To sit on stones, in darkness and in dew ! 
Till, with your ^meies quite imbued, 
You swell with heavenly beatitud( 
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To gaze on many a mighty apparition ! 

And all this lofty intuition [^Bomng /otu. 

In what I may not say to end. 

Enough of this ; within your fair abides^ 

Her soul half stiAed with its love for you ; 
Deep in her breast your image still resides : 

Few maids' affections are so strong and true. 
Your love was like the mountain-streamlet's tide, 
When vernal snows had melted from its side. 
When August's sun inAames the sky, 
How fares the stream ? — the stream is dry. 
Might I but eounsel one so great^ 

It would beeome her bosom's lord, 
Instead of sitting here in state^ 

Sueh pure affection to reward. 
How slow for her the steps of time must fall ! 

She looks through the easement's chequer'd glass ; 

The elouds drive by, and she watehes them pass 
Over the eity wall. 
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'^ Were I a bird, to flee away, 

*' Soon would I spread my wings" — 
Through half the night^ and all the day^ 

Sueh is the song she sings. 
She has sparkles of joy whieh soon subside^ 
Then she weeps till her soul is satisfied^ 
And then is tranquil> or seems to be so^ 
But ever in love, if she seem it or no. 

FAUST. 

^ Venom*d snake ! 

BIEPHISTOPHELES {aport). 

Good ! — ^if my venom take. 

FAUST. 

' Gursed of God and man — ^retire ! 

Breathe not her name^ but get thee henee ! 
Wake not the bosom's slumbering fire, 
Where madness half had dull*d its sense. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How now ? — she thinks herself deserted quite— 
Nor am I sure she is not in the right. 
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FAUST. 

'Tis false ! we are not parted. Were we so, 
I eould not still forget her, nor for^o. 
I envy all on whieh her glanee but strays^ 
The beads she eounts^ the shrine at whieh she prays. 
Pandar^ avaunt ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

£xcuse me^ if I smile. 
You rave, and in reproaehes waste your breath ; 

And this the grievance all the while, 
Beeause^ in duty bound^ I reeommend 
A lovely woman's ehamber to my friend— 

Sleep in her arms^ in preference to death ! 

PAUST. 

What are the joys her love ean give ? 

Do I not still remain the same ? 
The houseless wreteh, the £ugitive, ^ 

Without repose, \vithout an aim ? 
My eourse has been like eataraets that leap^ ^ 
All maddening, till in some dark gulf they sleep. 
Upon a terraeed cliff; impending o'er 
The rush of waters, and the torrent's roar> 
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She dwelt^ the mistress of her little world^ 
Nor fear'd the £reiizied stream's deseent ; 
V, And I, aeeursed of Heayen ! was not eontent; 
By me the stedfast roek was rent> 

And into ruin hurl'd ! 
She and her joys were swept away. 
Hell ! 'twas thy 'bidding — ^take thy prey. 
For my own doom^ exact it fast— 
Do now what must be done at last ; 
For^ e'en if she my fate must share^ 
Suspense more tortures than despair ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why how it sparkles^ eraeks^ and flies ! 

Gonsole her — tell her things may mend. 
Thus^ where a man no exit spies^ 

He rushes madly to the end. 
I like a devil of obdurate leaven ; 

In other points you suit your station well. 
' Hope^ in an angel of the highest heayen^ 

Is not more foolish than despair in hell ! . 
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Margaret*s Chamber, 

Margaret (at her wheel, alone), 
My peaee is vanish*d^ 

My heart is sore : 

I shall find it never^ 

And never more ! 

Where he is not, 

I find my tomb ; 
And the sonniest spot 

Is turn'd to gloom. 

My aehing head 
Will burst with pain — 



